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She was in the sweet agony that comes to 
older women. Behind her tightly closed eyeB 
was the image of a big blond youngster with 
laughing blue eyes. Or were they gray? She 
could not remember. He’s nice, she thought. 
HI have to teach him a few things. He’s a 
smart boy . * . 

She opened her eyes and said without 
rancor, “How much this time?” 

He smiled darkly. “How about fifty?” 

Sylvia regarded him with cynical resigna¬ 
tion. He really was Buch a boy. 

“Don’t look so unhappy,” he said. 

She laughed. “I’m not unhappy. I was 
just wondering whether to give you a 
bonus . . 
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One 


IT shall be called, in these pages, the Sportsman's Rest— 
although obviously that is not its real name. It turned out 
to be an old-fashioned four-story hotel perched on the 
top of the highest point in the rolling panorama of moun¬ 
tains. The station bus, which had been laboriously crawl¬ 
ing along the twisting, dusty roads and dropping off early 
vacationers and help at the various resort hotels, again 
ground to a halt. 

The driver, looking as if he needed his annua! shave, 
opened the door and called over his shoulder, “Anyone for 
Sportsman, here you are." 

Ted Jenkins hefted his canvas carryall on which he had 
been resting his feet during the five-mile ride from the 
station, and followed three other passengers alighting from 
the bus. They were two men and a splendid blonde. The 
latter possessed a fine bosom and a slightly worried ex¬ 
pression. , . . 

She was the kind of a girl, Ted immediately surmised, 
who would be fun to have around on a vacation. As he 
stepped down and enjoyed an eyeful of her, Ted wondered 
which of the men she belonged to and hoped there would 
be a few more like her at Sportsman to add a touch of zest 
to his vacation. He had chosen the Sportsman cold from 
a newspaper advertisement because the hotel rates were 
cheap, but his long ride had depressed him. What further 
depressed him was what he now saw of Sportsman’s Rest 

_a tangle of metal fire escapes hanging down like vines 

from the roof, and a general run-down appearance. The 

7 



8 


THE HOT KISS OF YOUTH 

place had 3 ]] tlic earmarks of a dump. But what could you 
expect for fifty bucks a week? he told himself. 

When Ted saw the two men had gone on ahead up 
the gravel path and carried their own bags, while the 
blond girl stood in the driveway staring helplessly at the 
hotel that stood a good three hundred yards back from 
the road, Ted’s depression vanished. He realized she was 
alone. 

He smiled. She had one king-sized suitcase and two 
smaller ones. “Let me take the big one,” he said. “Can 
you manage the others? if not, leave them and I’ll come 
back.” 

Her blue eyes made it clear she was grateful and not un¬ 
interested. “I lugged them all the way here,” she said. 
* 1 can’t believe it but I did.” Her smile widened. “Are 
you sure you can manage? The hotel people should have 
someone to do this.” 

“Most of their guests probably come by car,” Ted said. 
He lifted her bag on his shoulder, and carried his own. 
“Here we go.” He liked this type of girl. She was shapely 
and glowing with health. The cleavage of her bosom 
showed attractively under the blue sweater. They were the 
kind of breasts a man loves to touch. He wondered if she 
would mind if he did just that. But why was she coming 
alone to a joint like this? She had probably been caught 
by the same ad as he had. 

My name’s Ted—Ted Jenkins,” he said by way of 
introduction and conversation. 

“Mine’s Chris Thompson. I’m going to work here as 
a waitress. It’s a vacation job. I’ve been saving to go to 
art school, so I took this job.” Her cheeks were flushed. 
She was out of breath, 

“Take it easy,” Ted said. “There’s no hurry.” He put 
down the bags. She did not look a bit like the kind of girl 
you would expect to wait on tables in a place like this. 
The really pretty girls, he thought, gravitated to the big 
hotels by the lake where they picked up good tips and had 
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fun with the guests. Sportsman’s Rest, he remembered, 
advertised itself as a family hotel, and people who paid 
fifty bucks a week on their vacations were not usually 

^ “Ever been a waitress before?” he asked, his eyes roam¬ 
ing appreciatively over Chris’s uplhrusting frontal area. 

He made a resolution to know her better. 

She shook her blond head. “It's been a long time since 
I have. 1 just wanted to get away from the city so 1 an¬ 
swered the ad, and the woman told me to come, so here 
1 am I have waited on tables at school, but that s been 
vears. I work in an office in downtown Manhattan now 
So my job here should be fun. 1 needed some kind o 
vacation badly.” She picked up her bags. “Let s excelsior 
it again or we’ll miss dinner. I’m famished.” 

She was wearing sneakers. A sensible kid, Ted deci e 
Lots of girls would have made the trip in high heels. 

Thev arrived finally after making another unscheduled 
stop, and climbed the eight steps leading to the gray 
porch that ran the whole length of the building. 

Inside was a vast lobby with a TV prominently dis¬ 
played, a few potted palms, a bulletin board crowded with 
announcements of straw-hat theaters, riding academies 
and speed boats for hire. A few middle-aged people sit¬ 
ting around resembled wax dummies. 

Ted followed Chris to the reception desk while noticing 
the attractive weaving of her snugly skirted hips. A sharp¬ 
faced woman, with dyed red hair and a tight sleeveless 
dress that showed sturdy arms liberally sprinkled with 
freckles, sat in front of an ancient mailbox with about 
hundred pigeonholes, each with a key hook in the front. 

The older woman looked unsmikngly at Chris and ex¬ 
pertly took stock. If the woman were surprised at the 
quality of her new help—and she should be, Ted thought 

arbitrarily—she gave do sign. . * 

“So you made it at last,” she said with a hint of seventy. 
She handed Chris a paper. “Fill this in for your Social 
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Security. You’ll find the help cabins out back. Take num- 
ber one Here’s the key. Dinner’s at six-thirty. Be ready 
at five-thirty and I’ll show you your tables." 

She made a gesture of dismissal and turned her atten- 
i n to Ted s six feet of blond maleness. Ted was not 
taking kindly to Mrs. Sylvia Meredith, the owner of 
Sportsman s Rest. He thought you just didn’t treat nice 

rjc; work for y ° u 35 ir were —*• 

,.," So * ou ’ re the social director, I suppose," Mrs. Mere- 
i r said m a pleasant voice she obviously reserved for 
men. 

Ted found himself grinning against his will. “Not 
exactly. Why, do you want one?” 

"I certainly do.” The redheaded woman surveyed him 
ubiously. She had once been a gasser, Ted thought. When 
she smiled she was still attractive. “Could you use a job 

here. She said. Her voice had the quality of quiet des¬ 
peration. 

“Depends on what it is.” 

The woman reached for a book and studied it She 
would be in her early forties, Ted estimated. Her figure 
was good The size of her bosom suggested her bra was 
overloaded. A big diamond flashed on the ring finger 
o er left hand. There were diamonds on her watch. 

oundl her freckled neck was a pendant set with what 
seemed like a big ruby surrounded by smaller stones. 

Her tall brow furrowed as she studied the book. Ted 

T ?* wondcrcd if she might have been in vaudeville. 

t a obviously worked hard at keeping young and had 
not done such a bad job at it. If she liked a fellow, you 
could probably get along with her, Ted thought, but rub 
her the wrong way and she would be the devil. He specu¬ 
lated as to whether she still had a husband. 

Still studying the book in which some names and figures 
were wntten, some crossed out in red ink, Mrs. Meredith 
said, Im doing without a social director this year. I’ll 
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give you a job as assistant manager. Ever worked in a 
hotel before?” 

Ted gave her the names of a couple of fictitious places, 
and added with a twinkle in his gray eyes, “My dad used 
to own a hotel. I did the transcript at nights.” 

Her gaze swept up to his. “I do the books here, so you 
don’t have to worry. What I take in is my business and 
nobody else’s. I want someone to help me, drive the car, 
look after the buying, ride herd on the staff—when we 
get them. I’ve got only two waitresses and a busboy at 
the moment. Ever waited on tables?” 

“Lots of times.” That was true, Ted thought. 

“What do you do now?” 

“I help my father. He’s a contractor—builds develop¬ 
ments.” No need to tell her, Ted mused, that he drove a 
bus for the Willow Line and that he was taking this 
vacation with some money he had saved over a couple of 
years, and a legacy from Uncle Pete’s will. He wasn’t 
going to drive a bus all his life anyhow, Ted had promised 
himself. He was aiming for bigger things. He had enrolled 
for a traffic manager course at night school for the fall, 
and he was pondering the idea of going into business with 
his friend A1 in the long-haul trucking racket. 

“Okay, I don’t want references,” Mrs. Meredith said. 
“I know a good man when 1 see one.” She handed him 
one of the little white forms. “Fill this in and you can 
start right now. The staff cabins are out back.” 

Ted gave her a wide smile. “How much does the job 
pay? I’d kind of like to know. It’s usual, I believe.” She 
had resented the question, so he had piled on the charm. 
“Can you stay till Labor Day?” she asked. 

“If I like the job, and you like me.” 

“That will get you four hundred, meals, and there will 
be tips if you’re smart.” 

Ted knew the offer was a hundred under the going rate 
but he figured that forty bucks a week and meals was 
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better than paying out fifty just for the privilege of doing 
nothing. 

Mrs. Meredith noticed his hesitation, “All right,” she 
said with a snap, “Ill make it four-fifty.” She pulled open 
a drawer and took out a battered cash box, “Want an 
advance?” 

“Ill take fifty,” Ted said. Watching her make out the 
receipt for him to sign, he wanted to laugh. Just hesitating 
had earned him an extra fifty bucks. As she gave it to 
him, she said, U I hope you 1 II like it here, Ted. You 11 have 
plenty of free time. Well alternate taking time off week¬ 
ends. Ill take Saturday one week and you take Sunday, 
All right with you?” Ted nodded and she continued. “You 
can use my Cadillac if you want, and there’s a Bel Air out 
back. That was for the social director but he didn’t show,” 
As she counted out the five tens, she said, “You’ll have to 
wait on the tables tonight, because we Ye short-handed. But 
you 11 get to know the guests better that way. They’re 
a pretty dull crowd for the most part but they pay. That’s 
all I worry about. And no fooling around with the wait¬ 
resses, understand? There are plenty of girls downtown. 
Fm very strict on that,” She smirked and winked, “If you 
want a good time—and I suppose thaFs what you came 
for—Ill show you where to go,” 

“Ill be too busy for a while,” Ted said judiciously, 
pocketing the five tens, “When I do a job I give it every¬ 
thing.” 

Mrs, Meredith smiled contentedly as she watched him 
walk to the door. She had saved herself five hundred and 
fifty dollars by cutting out the social director and shaving 
fifty off the scale fee for an assistant manager, and she 
had negotiated herself a personable young man. She liked 
what she had seen in Ted Jenkins. 

A dreamy expression filmed over her eyes. She arose 
slowly and turned to the wall-length mirror in the little 
office behind the desk. Young men liked older women, 
she thought. She patted her hair, and then turned side- 
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ways to inspect her profile. If only she could lose that 
ten pounds die doctor was always telling her to drop, she 
would really appear years younger. Perhaps a little ro¬ 
mance might help. It had been a long time. Much too 
long. Bill Sedden didn’t really count, she knew. 

Her mind focused on the blonde hired as a waitress. 
The young man would probably go for her, Sylvia Mere¬ 
dith thought. Perhaps she would replace Chris Thompson 
later. When the season got under way, girls who weren’t 
happy with their jobs at the larger hotels often came 
searching for a vacancy rather than go back to the city. 
Most of them were dogs of course, but that didn’t matter 
so long as they could stand up and carry a tray. 

Sylvia noticed Ted’s blond head pass the window on 
his way to the cabins. There was a vacant bedroom on 
the fourth floor, she recalled. Perhaps she should put him 
in that But it was a hell of a climb, and she hated stairs. 

The phone rang, and Sylvia forgot Ted in an argument 
with a guest who had cancelled and wanted bis money 
back—which he was not going to get, she vigorously told 
herself. You could go to the poorhouse indulging charac¬ 
ters who changed their minds. Hold their dough, and they 
would come. It never failed. 

Then, to a second phone call, she snapped, “No Bill, 
not tonight. I don’t feel like it.” She listened impatiently 
to the protests burping at her from other end. Then she 
said, “Get lost, will you?” She hung up. Damn that horse 
peddler, she thought. Bill Sedden approached her only 
when flesh-hungry. Why couldn’t he come and lend a 
hand at dinner since she was short of help? 

And dinner did turn out to be touch and go. Chris, Ted, 
Mrs. Meredith and Tessie—a buxom local teen with a 
mass of chestnut hair, on whom everything stuck out— 
took four tables each. Fortunately the hotel was not at 
capacity. More guests were expected the following week¬ 
end. Fortunately, old Ah Ling, the Chinese cook, was a 
seasoned organizer. The man was a veritable wizard who 
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made things easier for the help by having every portion 
ready at the service table. 

Ted and Chris volunteered to handle the dishwasher. 
After they had set the tables for breakfast, Ted said, “How 
about some fresh air?” 

Chris was flushed. She brushed back a tendril of blond 
hair and sighed. Ted caught a whiff of perfume and 
healthy girl. She was an exciting thing. He liked her even 
more now than at first. 

“I’m absolutely pooped at the moment. I can’t even 
think,” she said. “1 may feel like it after I’ve had a 
shower and rested my feet. Oh brother, I never thought it 
would be so rough.” 

“It can’t go on like this,” Ted said. “I’m quitting if she 
doesn’t get some more help.” 

Chris gave him a thoughtful look. The corners of her 
mouth were upturned in a half smile. Waiting for her to 
answer, Ted allowed his glance to prowl over the full 
bosoms, the pale flesh of which glowed entrancingly under 
her nylon smock. He had difficulty in taking his eyes away 
from the inviting spectacle. He wondered if she had a boy 
friend. A gorgeous creature like this was sure to have 
one. The guy was an idiot to let her loose for the summer. 

“There’s something odd about Mrs. Meredith,” Chris 
said at length, “She’s nice in a way but she looks like she 
could be awful mean. Perhaps that’s why she hasn’t got 
enough help.” 

“Add to that she’s stingy,” Ted agreed. “But we’ll soon 
find out. The locals always gossip.” He offered her a 
cigarette and lit it for her. 

Tessie approached them. She was a big girl on the 
plump side, and was wearing as little as possible. Her 
pink shorts were the shortest, and the halter was so scanty 
that it showed the dark circles at the tips of both her 
breasts that seemed to bubble up as she walked, as if they 
would float out at any moment. She reminded Ted in some 
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way of a cow. She had an amiable cow face, and large, 
friendly brown eyes. 

“If you two want a ride downtown, I’ll take you,” she 
said. The cow eyes latched on to Ted’s and rounded. 
Tessie added impishly, “It’s not much of a town but you 
can buy a drink and there’s a place to dance.” 

Ted glanced at Chris. “What do you say?” 

She shook her head. “I don’t think so. Thanks all the 
same.” She smiled gratefully at Tessie. “I’m too tired, so 
Til take a raincheck.” Then Chris said to Ted, “You go 
if you want. You can tell me what it’s like.” 

Ted thought Tessie seemed pleased for an instant, 
but he was not in the mood for her. Tessie was the 
quickie type, he thought. If he were going to stay up in the 
mountains for the summer, he would rather have a regular 
girl, and Chris fit the bill. 

“I think I’ll turn in,” he said disarmingly. “Thanks for 
the offer, kid. Ask me again.” 

Tessie overrode her disappointment with a quick smile. 
“I bet you are tired after that battle. I am too.” She 
giggled. “But I’ve been in bed all day and now I’m just 
waking up. I feel like having a ball some place.” She 
looked around and said in a low voice, “I’m waiting for 
her to pay me. She always makes you wait. Be sure you 
get your dough or she’ll short you in the end. I’m the 
only local girl who will work for her. Well, see you to¬ 
morrow. I’m going to see if I can dig up someone." And 
she was off. 

“See what I mean?” Ted remarked. “They all know 
everything here.” 

“She’s a nice kid,” Chris said meditatively. 

Ted laughed, “Yeah, she’s all right, if you like them 
that way.” 

“That’s just puppy fat. She’ll grow out of it. I was like 
that once. Not quite as large, but getting that way. Then 
the plumpness disappeared suddenly.” 

“You're just right now,” Ted said, and he let her see the 
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approval in his eyes so strongly that she blushed. He took 
her arm, cool and firm to his touch, and was encouraged 
when she did not disengage. "Come on,” he said, “you 
go take that shower and I’ll do the same thing. Then 
we’ll have our walk. It’s going to be a nice night.” 

As they headed for their separate cabins, they passed 
Mrs. Meredith talking animatedly on the back stoop to a 
tall, thick-set young man with a big black mustache. He 
was wearing jodhpurs and carried a riding crop. Mrs. 
Meredith seemed hot and flustered. Ted had the impres¬ 
sion the pair stopped talking abruptly as he and Chris 
moved within earshot. 

“Looks like the villain who holds the mortgage,” Ted 
said with a grin after he and Chris had left the pair 
behind. “That’s some face fungus.” 
m “ He ’ s probably the boy friend,” Chris laughed softly. 
“He looks tough enough. A man would have to be tough 
to cope with her.” 

Ted accompanied her to the door of her cabin. As she 
stood in the cone of light thrown down by the naked 
bulb of the porch light, Ted thought Chris was the pic¬ 
ture of the typical American girl. There was something 
excitingly fresh and clean about her that was almost fright¬ 
ening. She was probably too good to be true, he thought 
with a jab of anxiety. Some girls just didn’t play until 
they were married. She might be one of them. 

“Don’t count on me,” she was saying. ‘Tm really so 
tired that I may fall asleep.” She gave him a gentle smile. 
“I’m warning you, so don’t be mad at me if 1 don’t show.” 

“Don’t worry, I won’t,” Ted said. “I’ll just wait and 
hope.” 

When he heard her lock the door from the inside, he 
wondered if that meant she would not be coming out. But 
if she didn’t, there would be plenty of time on another 
night. It was silly to become too anxious. 

Back in his own cabin, Ted stepped under the drib¬ 
bling spout of brownish water supposed to be a shower, 
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and then he lay on the bed to think. Because his reflec¬ 
tions were mostly about the girl, his body began to react. 
Well, he would make a pitch. Chris could only say no, 
and there was always Tessie if he felt physical necessity 
building up too much. Perhaps he should have taken Tes¬ 
sie up on her offer to drive him downtown. It had been 
quite a long time since he had had a girl three whole 
months had gone by since he had broken tip with Marie, 
his regular girl who had two-timed him with some kid at 
the candy store. Girls were like that. You were raised to 
think they were moral, but they had their own code a 
man could never undersand. 

Ted realized now he was more lonely than he had im¬ 
agined. A man needed a girl. 

Now that he had met Chris, his body was putting up a 
strong argument that a girl was exactly what was needed, 
while his mind was insisting that he did not want just any 
girl. The girl had to be this blonde. Even if she were 
innocent, he wanted her. Innocence be damned, Ted 
thought—and he was just the one to damn it if he encount¬ 
ered it. 

Ted was dozing comfortably when he suddenly sat up 
on the bed and peered at his watch. It was ten-thirty. He 
was late. Brother, was he late. Of all the goofs, he was it. 
His adrenals pumped energy through him. Snatching up his 
clothes, he dressed hurriedly, slipped his bare feet into 
his loafers and strode quickly across to the other cabin. 


Two 


THERE were no lights in the cabin that showed dimly 
in the, pale starlight, and Ted halted, disappointed. Chris 
must h^ve gone to bed after all, he thought. The kid was 
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probably exhausted after that long bus journey and that 
crazy scramble at dinner. He shrugged. Might as well save 
his legs and turn in. 

But he found himself mechanically turning toward the 
cabin. Then his heart missed a beat and he quickened his 
step. He could plainly see the red dot of a lighted cigarette 
on the porch, and the faint outline of a girl in white, 

"Hi,” he said crisply. “So you made it.” 

Chris was sitting hunched over her knees. She was wear¬ 
ing some kind of loose white kimono caught about her 
waist with a wide dark bell, 

“Made it?” she echoed, and laughed. “I’ve been wait¬ 
ing for ages. I thought you had gone to bed.” 

"Sorry, I took a nap and I suppose I overslept. Let’s 
go.” Ted took her hand and helped her down the steps. 
The grass was already wet with dew. 

“1 think I’ll take my shoes off,” Chris said. "I love 
walking barefoot. I always get a charge out of it.” Hold¬ 
ing on to Ted for balance, she bent down and took off her 
flats and put them in the pockets of the robe. “This robe 
came from Japan,” she explained. “It may not be exactly 
figure-flattering but it’s delightfully functional. No one 
would ever guess I was carrying my shoes.” 

She was delicious in the flowing white robe, Ted 
thought. The neckline showed the satiny tops of her full 
breasts. The breeze brought him an attractive suggestion 
of perfume. She seemed to have changed subtly as if she 
had taken on some additional female mystery and ma¬ 
turity. This afternoon he had seen her just as a healthy, 
athletic type of girl. Now she was all woman, dreamy 
and mysterious, the way the female of the species should 
be. 

Ted and Chris skirted the rear of the hotel, keeping in 
the shadows to avoid the possibility of Mrs. Meredith 
spotting them. When they reached the low hedge border¬ 
ing the road, they almost stumbled over a couple on the 
grass. As Ted tugged at Chris’ arm to veer her away, he 
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felt embarrassed—it was obvious what the figures in the 
horizontal were doing. Ted could hear the heavy breath¬ 
ing and grunting. Ted was sure the girl was a dark- 
haired little thing he had seen sitting with an elderly 
couple at dinner. She had given him the eye whenever he 
bad waited on them. 

Neither Chris nor Ted spoke. His face was red. He 
wondered why he felt unhappy because Chris had seen 
the two figures. After alt, Ted himself was going to try 
the same thing with Chris, but somehow she seemed dif¬ 
ferent. Paradoxically, he wanted to protect her from vul¬ 
garity. 

On the road he knelt down and put on her shoes in 
spite of her protests that she could do it herself. Feeling 
her hands on his shoulders as she wiggled her toes into the 
fiats sent a wave of excitement running through him. This 
girl certainly had something, he thought. 

As they strolled down the narrow, winding, blacktop 
road, their hands met and held. Hers were cool and soft 
and female. Ted’s tension increased. He was anxious 
about what he might try to do. With a girl like this you 
could spoil things permanently if you were overanxious. 

Still, it was a perfect night. The air was cool and crisp. 
0%'erhead the sky was bright with stars. The last quarter 
of the moon was showing over the mountains. Ted and 
Chris could smell the astringent odor of the pine trees, 
and the damp earth of the plowed land. The lights of the 
bigger hotels made bright patches in the sky. 

When they came to a narrow clearing overlooking a 
lake set like a huge black opal in a circle of cabins, they 
stopped and leaned on the rail. At each end of the lake 
was a white crescent of beach, 

“This must belong to the hotel,” Ted said. “The help 
can swim here before eleven in the morning and after 
seven.” 

“So you read the notice in your cabin,” Chris said. “It 
does look inviting. I wouldn’t mind a swim now but I 
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bet it’s cold. It’s too early in the season for the water 
to be warm even in the daytime.” 

led took her arm. “Let’s go see. We can put our feet 
In.” 

As he followed her down the path and watched the 
movement of her hips and the faint golden shimmer of 
her hair, Ted was wondering how he was going to hold 
himself in check. If he touched her he was bound to foul 
things up. And, he asked himself desperately, how could 
you be out with a girl like this on a night like this and 
do nothing about it? 

At the beach Chris kicked off her shoes and sped to 
the waters edge, Ted caught up with her as she was dip¬ 
ping her toe in the water. “It’s absolutely freezy," she 
cried as she took her foot out. “That’s all the water’s go¬ 
ing to get of me tonight. Brr!” She held her arms close 
under her breasts and shivered. 

Ted laughed. “And supposing it had been warm?” 

I think I would have gone in. I go crazy when Fm 
near water. It does something to me. I just can’t help it.” 

They ambled on. Everything was looking good, Ted 
decided. He liked to swim too. Neither of them spoke 
for awhile. When they came to the far end of the lake, 
Chris turned and sighed. She threw her head back, ex¬ 
posing the broad expanse of her bosom. Her neck' was 
longer than he had supposed. He wanted to kiss its pale 
beauty. Holding back was hard, he thought. It just wasn’t 
fair. 

“It’s a perfect night,” Chris said. She drew a deep 
breath that seemed to inflate her bosoms. “It makes me 
want to cry.” 

Ted took an involuntary step nearer. “What do you 
want to cry for?” 

She swung her face slowly to his. Her lips were so near 
he could smell the sweetness of her breath. “I don’t 
know,” she said in a whisper. “Probably because it’s so 
beautiful, or perhaps because I’m happy. There must be 
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something wrong with me. I often cry when I see lovely 
things, and music does something to me too. I positively 
howl when 1 hear Chopin.” She shivered again. We had 
better go back.” 

“Why? We’ve only just got here. Enjoy it while you 
can. There might not be another night like this. No two 
days are the same, or so I read somewhere.” He took 
her by the arms. “Do you realty want to go back?” 

Chris shook her head. There was a quaver in her voice. 
“Of course 1 don’t, but it’s too beautiful and I’m a little 
afraid.” 

“Of what?” 

She stared at him in such a study that he was somewhat 
taken aback. Then he had the impression she was smiling, 
but the light was too dim for him to be sure. 

“Of doing something I’ll be sorry about,” she said in a 
low, melodious voice that suddenly seemed to stretch out 
an invisible hand and stroke him. “It’s the atmosphere. 
This night—it’s magic.” She sounded as if she wanted to 
cry. 

Ted pulled her close, firmly but gently. She did not 
resist. 

“So you’re sorry you came?” 

She hung in his arms, her head pulled back, the soft 
warmth of her body invading his. “No, I don’t think so— 
I’m not sure. A girl is never sure.” 

Ted’s self-control snapped. Strength surged into his 
muscles. The want of her pained him. “But a man is,” he 
said. He pulled her to him roughly and pressed his mouth 
on the warm ripeness of her lips. 

“Oh,” she cried. “Oh,” and she pushed the full length 
of her strong young body against him. Her arms reached 
up to pull his face down. Ted felt the soft cushion of her 
mouth against his as her tongue signaled warmly. When 
he moved his hand down and touched her, she let out a 
little cry and forced herself against him so fiercely that 
be all but fell over. 
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For a moment they stood dose, their bodies welded. 
Ted brought his hand up and put it gently between the 
cleavage of her breasts. He could feel her heart hammer¬ 
ing against his own. 

“No, please, no,” she moaned. “I can’t bear it.” Her 
voice broke. “Please, I’m so sensitive. Hold me, please 
I’m dizzy.” 

Ted released her. There was a couch on the porch of 
the beach house behind them. He took her by the arm 
and led her there. 

He ran his hands down the length of her. Her kisses 
were sweeter than ever. This was a real warm chick, he 
decided. He trailed his lips down her throat. She did not 
protest, so he nuzzled her... 

Her skin smelled like roses. He was wild with passion. 
She was beautifully made and deliciously silky to the 
touch. 

To his astonishment, then, she put her hands on his 
forehead and pushed his face away, but she did not her¬ 
self withdraw or try to move his hands away. He stared 
at her anxiously, wondering what he had done to displease 
when she said in a low, tense voice, “Why do men like 
breasts, I wonder?” A deep sigh wracked her. 

“Because they’re lovely.” 

‘There’s a limit to what a girl can stand,” she said. 

“So I’ll stop.” 

Then her voice sounded sleepy as she said, “You’re a 
good boy. I’m glad I came. Put your arms around and 
hold me ever so tight.” 

Ted was in agony. When she kissed him again, her fe¬ 
male magnetism fired his ambitions. He moved closer to 
her unresisting body. She responded but he sensed hers 
was an involuntary movement. For a while they stroked 
and explored. What they were doing seemed wonderfully 
natural. 

When Chris said, “Ted, would you mind if we didn’t,” 



THE HOT KISS OF YOUTH 23 

Ted started. He knew quite well what she meant but it 
did not seem possible after they had gone so far. 

“Didn’t what?” he asked impatiently. 

“Go the whole way ... you know. Let’s wait” 

“Why?” Ted did not trouble to hide his irritation. What 
a trick to play, he thought, letting a fellow become all 
worked up and then calling it off. That was kid stuff, and 
he wasn’t going for it. “You can’t stop now, Chris. It isn’t 
fair.” 

“I know, Ted. But there are reasons. Will you listen to 
them?” 

“Sure, I’ll listen, even if I don’t agree,” 

She was having trouble in breathing. Finally she said, 
“It’s like this, Ted.” She sounded desperate. “Oh, how 
can I make you understand? I let you go so far and 1 feel 
like a heel. I was carried away. I warned you, but I 
didn’t watch myself—you see—” She broke off. 

Ted kissed her and she snuggled close in a sudden 
spasm of passion as if he had applied an electric wire. 

Presently she relaxed again and pulled away, 

“It’s this way Ted. I like you. I think I’m going to like 
you very much. A girl knows. We’re going to be up here 
together, and 1 think—well, we don’t know much about 
each other, except that we like each other, but doing this 
when we’re just liking each other and the first time we’re 
out—well, it just isn’t right. Of course you’ll say Fm 
wrong, but you’ll think I’m cheap and, if we get into a 
fight later, you’ll think of it even if you don’t tell me to 
my face. Please understand. I’ll be your girl, I promise 
you, but we’ve got to have a standard of values. I like you 
too much to want you to think I’m cheap. I’m not, Ted. 
I’m not a virgm either, but I haven’t been around a lot 
You must believe me.” 

Ted’s mind turned limp even If his body was still 
roused. What Chris had said made a lot of sense, he 
thought. This was one nice eirl—as he h^d felt when he 
had first met her. She had let herself be carried away by 
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the lake and the moon and all this soft atmosphere, and 
he had taken advantage of her mood. He wanted to please 
her. But he was in real trouble. It was painful. 

“1 believe you, Chris,” he said. “You’re right, but.. ” 
Christine laughed musically. She whooped with happi¬ 
ness. “No buts, Ted. We’re just two nice people getting 
to know each other.” She wriggled sexily and whispered, 
“1 know how you feel, Ted. Kiss me, kiss me hard.” 

Ted did so wonderingly, and sizzled with excitement 


Later, they walked back arm in arm, singing and danc¬ 
ing. There seemed to be a perfect understanding between 
them. Ted was glad he had listened to her. Now they 
were real friends. It was a good start. 

As they reached the narrow blacktop road leading to 
Sportsman’s Rest, a white Cadillac drew up. Mrs. Mere¬ 
dith leaned out and said, “Can I give you two a lift?” 

“No thanks, ma’am,” Ted said. “We’re nearly there.” 

The car drove on with a screech of tires. The driver 
was either inexpert or angry. Ted guessed it was a case 
of the latter with his boss. 

“She’ll probably fire me tomorrow,” Chris said. “The 
first thing she told me was no dating the other help, and 
of course I said I wouldn’t.” 

“She told me too,” Ted said. He laughed. “But she 
won’t fire you. If she does, she loses her assistant mana- 
He patted his chest. “1 hat’s me, in case you don’t 
know.” 

He kissed her impulsively, and was suddenly sorry for 
all that perfect understanding stuff. He wanted her all 
over again. 

Come on,” he said, giving her a push, “we have to get 
some sleep. It’s six a.m. tomorrow." 

Christine laughed. “No, seven, darling. Remember, we 
arranged the tables earlier tonight.” 
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He tickled her and squeezed her warm breasts. Chris¬ 
tine squealed and took his hand away. 

“Stop it, you beast,” she cried, laughter in her voice. 
“If you press me again, I’m not going to let you ofi so 
lightly.” 


Jhree 


SYLVIA MEREDITH had worried all night. She often did 
not sleep well. Mostly she worried about squeezing the 
last dollar of profit out of the sleazy old hotel. And she 
worried about Bill Sedden who was becoming more and 
more demanding. Bill, who owned the riding school on 
the next farm, supplied riding horses for Sportsman’s visi¬ 
tors. Horseback riding attracted guests, a fact of which 
Bill was well aware. He also drank Sylvia’s liquor in in¬ 
creasingly large quantities and, when he was drunk enough, 
he attended to Sylvia, a good twenty years his senior, in a 
way a woman expects her lover to do. But Sylvia knew 
that Bill loved her money and her liquor more. 

During the night she had thought a lot about Ted Jen¬ 
kins. The boy was dean and healthy and terribly attrac¬ 
tive, the kind of boy every mother would like to have for 
a son. Why did that good-looking waitress have to turn up 
at the psychological moment? If the Thompson kid had 
been a few days late, Sylvia would have had a head 
start. 

She climbed out of bed—she had slept in the raw— 
and padded over to the mirror to inspect her freckle-dust¬ 
ed body. This morning as every morning she made an 
exacting appraisal. 

No wrinkles. That was good. Sylvia thought. Your face 
being on the sharp side was something you couldn’t help. 
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She had done well enough with it. Neck and bosoms 
excellent. No sagging. But that stomach. Nothing you 
could do With that except starve yourself. Cut out liquor 

cut out food—and what was left? And sex was best with 
liquor. 


She turned sideways. The bump over her midriff was 
awful There was a reducing salon in Monticello, she 
mused. Perhaps she would go there twice a week, and she 
would cut out starches to see what she could do with that 
belly—, t seemed to ride high. She pressed her hands into 
both sides of her rib cage, and made a face. Oops, solid fat 
and a bit of muscle. The muscle had developed when she 
had been doing the trapeze act with the circus, and the 
muscle had stayed. Exercise had given her a fine pair of 
shoulders, and firmed the muscles of her breasts—for 
which she would be eternally grateful. You couldn’t have 
everything. She glanced down at her thighs. Nothing wrong 
downstairs. Last year in Florida she had won the prize 
for the most beautiful legs at one of those oddball shows 
where they line the girls up behind a sheet and the men 
vote. Her legs and breasts were the best part of her. 

She wondered about young Jenkins. The kid was obvi¬ 
ously out for fun. He had not wasted much time making 
the scene with the pretty blonde. And he had dated Chris 
after Sylvia had told him to lay off the help. The girl had 
encouraged him, of course, but she did not look loose. 
Sylvia knew women. This kid might not even know what 
it was all about. Well, she wouldn’t be that way long. 
Girls who came to Sportsman’s Rest usually got made. 
If they didn’t know the facts of life in July, then it hap-, 
pened in August when Sportsman’s advertisements were 
beamed to single men. Sylvia Meredith smiled. She knew 
her business. 


She would keep the blonde. The girl had buckled down 
and done a good job, and she was quality. The place 
needed tone to please the older guests, Sylvia thought. The 
early months of the season, when prices were lower, at- 
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traded family business. Respectable married people with 
children liked being waited on by girl-next-door types. 
Young Jenkins was independent, Sylvia had observed. He 
would not take kindly to a calling-down. Sylvia decided 
to have a friendly talk with him and tell him there were 
plenty of other girls, and that part of his job as assistant 
manager was to socialize with the guests. She might even 
give him a small salary for working after hours as social 
director. Boys could always use money. She snapped 
her fingers suddenly. Of course. That Myra Burton, the 
little dark thing who sat with old Mrs. Wentworth and the 
Olivers. She was on the prowl. Last year she had been 
in more beds than a pair of sheets. And Bill was after 
her too. Sylvia would move Myra to Ted’s table so they 
could meet. Mrs. Burton wouldn’t waste any time pushing 
out her boat to such a gorgeous young beast. 

Under the shower, which always gave her an erotic sen¬ 
sation, Sylvia completed her plans. She based them on the 
assumption, and it was more than a mere assumption, 
that Chris Thompson was a good girl. She might not be a 
virgin but she was not the promiscuous type, so she would 
fall in love with the boy and, even if he did not fall in 
love with her, the girl would expect him to be loyal 
through the summer. Running a resort hotel, you saw 
lots of these affairs, Sylvia reflected. 

Once out of the shower, she lit a cigarette, sucked a 
deep drag and coughed. She would turn Myra Burton on 
to Ted. He could take the little sexpot into town for some 
shopping, or to the trotting races. In the Cadillac of course. 
Once Myra got the lad in the Caddy—Sylvia smiled 
thinly. One night last year as she was taking a walk around 
the place under the stars, she had seen Mrs. Burton work¬ 
ing on the social director on the back seat of the Cad. 

But just to let Ted know Sylvia was his boss, she would 
remind him of what she had told him the night before. 
She mieht even hint that Tessie was the obliging type if he 
felt hairy. Thank God for the Tessies of the world, Sylvia 
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mused. The kid was fresh and wild but she was a good 
waitress and popular with the older men as well as the 
younger. I essie was a real find. Sylvia smiled reminiscently. 
For some reason best known to herself, Tessie had turned 
thumbs down on Bill Sedden. He had tried everything. 
One hot afternoon he had jumped Tessie in the riding sta¬ 
bles and almost made it until Tessie had the bright idea 
of slapping a pat of horse manure in his face. Sylvia had 
laughed for weeks over that. 

Dressed in a pale green sweater with brief white shorts 
that showed her long, well-shaped legs to best advantage, 
Sylvia stepped out on the wide porch and surveyed her 
domain. It was going to be a wonderful day, she saw. 
The rolling meadows were a rich green under the pale 
wisps of mist. There was the sweet smell of country in the 
air, the odor of pine trees, damp grass, and plowed land. 
Overhead the sky was almost cloudless. The birds were 
singing their morning chorus. Somewhere a dog was bark¬ 
ing. She could hear the dull moaning of the traffic on the 
highway, the whispering whine of a high flying jet. Some¬ 
where down the line a radio was spilling out a thin skein 
of music. The Millers’ cows were lowing. 

Morning was the best time in the country. These morn¬ 
ing surveys had become a pleasant ritual for Sylvia Mere¬ 
dith. They had taught her to love the country. When she 
retired, she wanted to live in a spot like this with someone 
compatible, and have a dog and a cat and perhaps a 
few chickens. To hell with the city, she thought. It hurt 
sometimes to reflect that the people who poured out of 
the city in the summer desecrated the quiet beauty of the 
country with their raucous voices and screeching mu¬ 
sic and their inevitable litter. No wonder the country folk 
resented the townies. But guests were money, and Syliva 
did her best to keep the place clean. Every weekend she 
paid the two Miller boys ten dollars each to pick up the 
litter and straighten out the beach at the lake. Yes, she 
did her best. 
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It amused her to realize how this beautiful country¬ 
side had changed her. When her husband had bought the 
place fifteen years ago, she had hated the idea of living 
in the country. When Mr. Meredith had deserted Sylvia 
for his wife with Sportsman's Rest in lieu of alimony, 
Sylvia had worked at the resort hotel and enjoyed the 
change of pace. Particularly she liked to come up late in 
May or early in June to ready the place and enjoy the 
crisp air and the peaceful serenity of nature. But she was 
lonely. She was too young to be alone, too old perhaps 
to fall in love, but old enough to know that money could 
at least buy the sensations of togetherness that every wom¬ 
an craves. 

She whistled for Prince, the old black setter who slept 
in the barn, and Sylvia set off down the narrow road for 
her morning walk. Walking was a tonic. Sometimes, as she 
walked, she planned to remodel the hotel, put in a heated 
swimming pool with a piazza and bar like the smart places 
down the line, and build some smart cabins and a games 
area. But she loved the place as it was. The hotel blended 
with the country and made her a good enough living. 
She did not want the rich, noisy crowd that flocked to the 
big hotels. 

Prince set up a rabbit and lumbered after the bobbing 
patch of white tail without the slightest hope of catch¬ 
ing it. Sylvia Meredith frowned momentarily, and then 
smiled at her own mood. She was always tempted to run 
after some kid who was out of her reach, and then she 
would feel sorry for herself. 

Prince came back panting, his tongue out, a doggy 
grin on his face. He had enjoyed the run anyhow, Sylvia 
knew. I should be like that, she thought. There’s always 
another rabbit. 

She had to drop Bill Sedden, she reflected. He was be¬ 
coming lazier and more demanding. Now he was threat¬ 
ening to ruse the hourly prices of h>s horses if she did 
not subsidize him. He was always crying about imaginary 
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losses too. Sylvia was already paying his liability insurance. 
The man was a louse. And he kept reminding her she 
was lucky to have a young man to make love to her. 

At the bottom of the hill, she turned right and descend¬ 
ed slowly to the lake with its fine beach. It needed 
cleaning. Someone had left a pair of nylon mesh panties 
hung on a railing. Sylvia inspected them. They were 
not the kind of panties a woman could decently swim in, 
Sylvia judged. Were they the new girl's? No, they must 
be Myra Burton’s, or perhaps belonged to some girl from 
the village who had wandered here with a boy and used 
the beach. But Myra was probably the careless one. The 
garment smelled vaguely of sophisticated perfume. 

Sylvia shrugged, only mildly amused then, and she de¬ 
cided she would buy a pair. They were revealing enough 
to be very sexy. With her golden tan and auburn hair she 
would appear real cool. 


Ted Jenkins, dressed in his white jacket, was in the 
dining room when Sylvia returned. Sylvia’s heart quick¬ 
ened. Ted was excitingly bronzed and healthy with his 
broad shoulders and slim, youthful hips. She noticed his 
hair had an attractive curl. He was definitely an asset to 
the hotel, she thought. 

Hi, Ted, Sylvia said with a bright smile. “Hope vou 
slept well.” v 3 

Like a log.’ When he smiled he showed big strong 
teeth, and a dimple danced on the right of his jaw. “And 
you too, I hope, Mrs. Meredith.” 

She shook her head as she leaned gracefully against the 
frame of the door, one arm stretched up above her head 
the other pressed against her hip. “I don’t sleep very well’ 
Too much to worry about.” Her big green eyes opened 
wide and then boldly blew him kisses as she said archly 
“And my name’s not Mrs. Meredith. Ted.” 

Ted was surprised. “I’m sorry. I thought—” 
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Her laugh chopped off his words* “It’s Sylvia—Syl to 
you*” She winked. “You can call me Syl. Please do,” 

“Okay, Syl,” Ted was in a happy mood. He surveyed 
the orderly room and motioned toward the tables. “How 
does it look?” 

“Wonderful, Ted. You do a beautiful job.” 

“Don’t give me all the credit. Chris did most of it I 
just did as I was told,” 

Mrs. Meredith studied him for a moment and said gra¬ 
ciously, “You two will make a wonderful team,” It hurt 
to see the glow of pleasure in his eyes, but she con¬ 
tinued quickly, “If I do manage to get some good help. 
Ill make her the head waitress. It will mean more money. 
She’s such a nice girl.” 

Ted nodded with obvious delight, Sylvia shook her fin¬ 
ger at him and with a roguish smile said in a low, con¬ 
fidential tone flavored with good-natured reproach, “Ted, 
remember what I said last night about dating the staff. I 
mean it, doll.” 

Ted met her gaze squarely. For a moment he regarded 
her seriously as if he were reaching a decision, and then 
a mischievous grin came over his face. “But Chris and I 
are different,” he said. “We’re kind of old friends, so we 
have lots to talk about, Syl.” 

Sylvia sensed he was lying* He had probably picked 
the girl up on the bus, the older woman thought, but this 
was no time to make an issue of the affair. She needed 
both of these kids to keep the place going. 

“I understand, Ted, but—well, it’s kind of a rule 
around here, so try not to make it too obvious. There will 
be some more help coming and I won’t be able to make 
exceptions for them. All kinds of things happen in the 
country. It's the air, I suppose. People go crazy, I had a 
pregnancy up here once and the girFs father blamed 
me. 

Ted laughed, “You don’t have to worry about that. 
Chris and 1 are just good friends.” He halted, stared at the 
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floor for a moment, and then said, “Of course if you’d 
rather I did not work here, I could sigo in as a guest 
That would make it better perhaps.” 

“Silly boy, 1 wouldn’t hear of it. You go right ahead 
and enjoy yourself. When this place fills up you won’t 
have much time. You’ll be too pooped, and there will be 
lots of other girls—some of them may want entertaining. 
If there aren’t enough men in the July crowd, I may have 
to get you to help as social director and keep things going 
in the evenings. That will mean extra money. How would 
you like that?” 

Ted ran his fingers through his hair. His chunky face 
was serious for a moment. “I might like it if the money’s 
there, Syl. But let me get squared away on this job first.” 
His smile broadened, and Sylvia Meredith decided he was 
more attractive than ever. “Don’t rush me,” he finished. 

Sylvia laughed. “I won’t. I promise you.” She snapped 
her fingers. “By the way, you know the little dark woman 
who sat at the first table with the elderly couple last 
night at dinner?” 

Ted looked mystified. “Didn’t notice her.” He followed 
the direction of her pointing finger. “That’s Chris’s table, 
isn’t it?” 

“Yes, but you mean you didn’t see little Mrs. Burton?” 
Sylvia smiled. “What’s wrong with you, Ted?” She pinched 
his arm playfully. “You mean to say you saw her come 
and go and didn’t even notice her? She’s a real whizz kid. 
Why even old Ah Ling sticks his head in the dumbwaiter 
just to see her walk across the room.” 

“Not guilty. I’ll look again,” Ted said with a comical 
expression. "I must be slipping.” 

“You won’t from now on. She wants to sit at one of 
your tables, so I’m switching her to the two-seater at the 
end of the room.” 

Ted grimaced. “And why would she want to sit at my 
table?” 

“Because you’re a good-looking boy, of course, Ted. 
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Now be nice to her. She reads bankbooks and is terribly 
generous. She may want someone to drive her to town, and 
I’m sure you’ll be pleased to do it. Myra’s very amusing.” 
Her eyes were laughing. “Do you read me, man?” 

“Sure, I read you.” 

Chris came in as sweet and fresh as the morning. Mrs. 
Meredith gave her a sweet smile and said, “I was just 
telling Ted how nice you made everything look. I’m 
very pleased, darling.” 

Watching Sylvia explain to Chris about moving Mrs. 
Burton, Ted found himself infected with a strong attack 
of love in the morning. Chris was more attractive now 
than she was last night, he thought. As Chris gathered up 
Mrs. Burton’s place setting, Ted recalled the woman in 
detail. She was one of those women who screamed to be 
noticed the moment she entered the room. He was sure 
she was the one he had seen in the grass the night before 
with a man. She was a loner, a married woman, out for 
fun. The mountains were full of such. She was attractive 
enough, so the boys would keep her busy. Ted glanced 
at Chris’s robust loveliness. At this stage of the game he 
could not imagine himself interested in anyone else. He 
could be in the tunnel of love with Mrs. Burton without 
blinking an eyelash or disturbing a hair. It was a good 
feeling to be so sure of yourself. 

When Myra Burton came prancing in to breakfast, 
however, Ted had to admit that she really did have 
something. He further had to agree with his libido that if 
there had not been a Chris in his immediate future, there 
would definitely be a Mrs. Burton. 

A petite woman with a wide, generous mouth, Myra 
Burion had everything a woman should have, only 
hers was better than most. Her eyes, set wide in a small 
oval face, were large and lustrous, contrasting vividly with 
her pale complexion. Her glossy black hair was set in the 
latest Cleopatra style. As she walked across the room she 
gave the impression she was immensely proud of the 
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curves on which the tight gray shorts seemed to have been 
sprayed. She had the kind of legs that made men forget 
the ball game on TV. 

Myra Burton obviously did not believe in hiding any 
of the secrets of nature, Ted thought with inward amuse¬ 
ment as her smile brightened into a personal message 
when she ordered her breakfast. Mrs. Burton was definite¬ 
ly something for the boys. Her smile had a wicked quality. 
Ted found himself peering involuntarily at her full* up¬ 
turned breasts. 

She wanted a banana and cream as a substitute for 
cereal. As she spoke, the lips of that extraordinary sensual 
mouth seemed to telegraph a signal that she wanted 
to play. 

Waiting for Ah Ling to bring the banana, Ted glanced 
across at Chris to refresh his memory of her radiant 
healthiness. He wondered if Mrs. Meredith had tipped 
Mrs. Burton off that he might be available. WeU, he 
would not be. 

He put the banana in front of Mrs. Burton and placed 
the sugar dish and the creamer handy. 

“Thank you ” she said* flashing him a smile with those 
huge eyes. “By the way, what's your name?' 1 

4 Ted, madam,” he answered with a professional bow. 

“Mine’s Myra,” 

“Yes, Mrs. Burton, Mrs. Meredith told me,” 

“Oh, please don't cal] me Mrs. Burton, Ted, Let’s make 
it Myra and Ted, and be friends.” She ran her tongue 
across the wide slash of her ripe Ups and tossed her dark 
head. Her eyes were blue-black, a strange, exotic color. 
He remembered having seen a black cat with the same 
shade of eyes. This cute little trick, he thought, was trying 
to give him the works, A dark spot in Ted’s libido re¬ 
ceived a signal. If Chris did not come through, although 
he was sure she would, he would put Myra Burton on the 
waiting list. The season was not Ukely to produce any more 
promising talent. Myra would outshine anything female 
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that was likely to show. Somewhere deep inside him a 
muscle trembled. He felt as if be had suddenly stepped into 
an aura of sex appeal. The gal had magnetism, plus. 

“Syl tells me,” she said, “you can drive me downtown 
sometime. Can you make it tonight?” 

“Not as far as I know,” Ted replied. She was going too 
fast. She was either hungry or completely sold on herself 
and sure she couldn’t miss, he decided. Her perfume 
was subtle enough to intrigue, strong enough to remind 
you she was there. There was a wedding band and a king- 
sized diamond ring on her third finger left. Where was 
Mr. Burton, Ted wondered. He either had something more 
attractive to keep him in New York, or else he was a com¬ 
plete simpleton. Who else would let a wild, sexy little 
creature like this loose in the Catskills? Mrs. Meredith had 
said Myra always stayed through to Labor Day. It was 
going to be fun watching her gobble up the males, he 
thought. 

Ted was picking up a tray at the service window when 
Chris nudged him. “So I lost Cleopatra,” she teased. 
“Watch out, kid. Remember what happened to Antony.” 

Before Ted could answer, she had hurried away with 
her tray. 


Four 


THERE was a lot about Mrs. Meredith you could like, 
Chris was thinking as she sat in the tiny office behind the 
reception desk with a beer on the table at her elbow. They 
were both smoking. Mrs. Meredith had told Chris to 
make herself at home. “We want to start right and be 
friends, dear,” the red-haired woman had said as she had 
ushered Chris in. “I think we are going to like each other.” 
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Listening to Mrs. Meredith’s chatter, Chris was reach¬ 
ing the conclusion that the older woman’s hardness was 
mostly on the surface. She must have been a really beau¬ 
tiful girl, even if the features of her rather long oval face 
were sharp. But they were the features that go with red 
hair. 

As Mrs. Meredith talked in a low and friendly voice, 
Quite different from the sharp, crackling tone she used in 
the hotel, her entire manner seemed to change, and a 
genuinely human and warm-hearted woman seemed to 
emerge. Mrs. Meredith had a way of placing herself on 
your plateau. At times Chris had the impression of talk¬ 
ing with a very young girl. Then, with the blink of an eye¬ 
lash, the personality would change, and the speaker be¬ 
come a mature and attractive matron with a wealth of 
worthwhile knowledge. 

The topic was men, Ted Jenkins in particular. Mrs. 
Meredith was all in favor of men for young girls, she in¬ 
sisted. After all, what would happen to the world if we 
ignored the birds and bees stuff. She made with a pretty 
gesture of her long, thin hands. Those hands, eloquent of 
their owner’s passionate but shrewd nature, were fascinat¬ 
ing. They were beautiful hands, a blend of femininity and 
efficiency, tokens that their owner could accomplish many 
things. Yet—Chris’s thoughts halted for a moment— 
there was something cruel about those hands. Her mind 
warned her to be careful* 

You see it s not that I don’t like the staff to fraternize, 
dear,” Mrs. Meredith was saying, “but—well, let’s be 
frank. Accidents do happen... we’re all human.. .** The 
green eyes searched Chris’s blue ones for a moment as if 
seeking agreement, “And there’s something else. The 
guests can become jealous. You have to realize there are a 
lot of lonely women who come up to the mountains for 
diversion. They’re lonely at home, or bored, and they 
want a change. And what kind of change do they want? 
The ladles want good-looking young men—and the men 
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want good-looking girls.’* Mrs. Meredith laughed nerv¬ 
ously. “You don’t even have to be good-looking around 
here to acquire all the dates you want—but that’s how 
it is. You’re a pretty girl and your boy friend is a real 
dreamboatT 

Mrs, Meredith paused. She lit herself a new cigarette. 
Those elegant hands made a sweeping gesture- “Now, 
please understand me, I want you two to be happy, I 
have great plans for you both, I want you to be head 
waitress when the place fills up, and I want Ted to be 
part-time social director. I don’t have to tell you a job 
like that means mixing with the guests—you know, ar¬ 
ranging outings, dancing with the wall flowers, and being 
on show most evenings. That will put a cramp in your 
evenings out together, but I want you to help the boy by 
being very understanding and giving him his head. 

Mrs. Meredith paused to engage in a careful scrutiny 
of her attractive young listener who was seriously atten¬ 
tive. 

Chris frowned. Then she said, "There’s really nothing 
between Ted and me. We’re just friends. I wouldn’t even 
want to monopolize him. It’s just—well, we just get along. 

“I know, dear, and you’ll get along better. You 11 be 
surprised what the mountains do for romance, and I want 
you to get along. That’s why I’m talking to you,” Mrs. 
Meredith fiddled with a little copper nude she used as a 
paperweight. She brought her eyes back to Chris as she 
said, “My heart is aU for you, dear. I want you two to 
have a wonderful time here.” Sylvia Meredith’s smile 
dazzled like a politician about to kiss a baby for the 
camera. “And I hope you’ll invite me to the wedding. 
You see I’m hopelessly romantic but we have to be prac¬ 
tical. I’m going to break the strictest staff rule of the hotel 
just for you two darlings. You can date each other, but 
please, please—” the eloquent hands pleaded— “please 
don’t make it obvious. Be discreet, or every busboy and 
waitress in the place will be dating each other, and the 
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older guests will be shocked and the younger ones will 
be peeved and my business will be ruined.” Sylvia Mere¬ 
dith paused dramatically. She folded her hands under her 
chin and leaned forward on her elbows across the small 
desk. “You do understand, don’t you?” 

“Perfectly.” Chris was relieved. “You can be sure I’ll 
be discreet.” She smiled. “After all, 1 don’t want to get 

talked about. I should hate people to think I was_well 

you know.” 

“Don’t worry, doll, they’ll think it without our help. 
That’s summer people al] over. The men will try a girl, 
and talk, whether they make it or not. The women will 
talk anyhow—if the girl is younger and better-looking 
than they are. 1 ve found it a very good rule to do what 
you think is right and keep quiet about it. It has worked 
quite well with me.” A falsely pious note entered Mrs. 
Meredith’s voice. “I’m glad to say my reputation in the 
neighborhood is completely unblemished.” Her smile 
spread. “And I have not always been a good girl, not at 
least by the local standards.” 

Chris nodded. The dear old thing was trying to show 
she was still an active volcano, Chris thought. Mrs. 
Meredith was really quite sweet. 

“So we understand each other, darling,” Mrs. Mere¬ 
dith said. “I’ll have a word with Ted after dinner tonight, 
and then we are all set 

She ushered Chris out. After Sylvia had locked the 
door, she poured herself a stiff glass of rye and relaxed 
on the narrow sofa to think. 

Viewing herself with unusual detachment, as if she had 
suddenly become adult and objective, Sylvia began to 
make her personal plans for the summer. It was a ques¬ 
tion of divide and conquer. Chris was obviously deeply 
in love with Ted. Sylvia remembered how the girl had 
colored deliciously at the mention of his name. And that 
extremely naive disclaimer that Chris and Ted were just 
friends. They might be for now, Sylvia thought, but the 
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affair would develop. Chris looked ripe for romance, and 
she was the determined type. Girls who set a value on 
their purity were. Otherwise they would not have held 
on to it so long. 

As for Ted Jenkins, lie was just a man, Sylvia mused. 
And he was human. He was probably nuts about Chris 
but, Sylvia knew with mounting content, men had a dif¬ 
ferent standard of morality. Every woman was just an¬ 
other woman and made for one thing. That was why 
husbands were unfaithful. The poor darlings were hun¬ 
gry. Their wives were either away, or dreadfully dull, A 
man could have fifteen women on his vacation and still 
be deeply in love with his wife. That gave the single girls 
a break, since all the really nice men were married. 

Sylvia poured herself another drink. She conducted her 
own summer love affairs on the theory that whatever the 
guests did was unimportant, but her peccadilloes had to 
be rigidly concealed. No one ever knew what happened 
in her office or in her ground floor apartment. 

Sylvia thought Myra Burton was just the type to use to 
separate Chris and Ted. Sylvia had made it plain to the 
girl that she, Mrs. Meredith, would need Ted to amuse the 
guests and that Chris should give him his freedom for his 
own sake. The girl might be jealous but she would faU 
into line. 

Myra, who had the morals of an alley cat in heat, 
would make a pass at Ted the first time they were alone, 
Sylvia knew. Myra could have him—for a time. Sylvia 
smiled to herself. She was not jealous, and the Myra-Ted 
thing wouldn't last. At the appropriate moment Sylvia 
would turn Bill Sedden loose on Myra and let Ted know 
what was happening. Or there might be some other man 
around with a car who would make the going with Myra 
in the daytime when Ted was working. 

That was where Sylvia would make her play. She would 
let Chris know Ted was succeeding with Myra, or perhaps 
Jessie. With Chris angry and Ted feeling he was mis- 


40 


THE HOT KISS OF YOUTH 

understood, he might like the comfort and advice only 
an older woman could give* 

Sylvia arose from the sofa. Having made sure the office 
door was locked, she made her way down the narrow 
passage that led to her apartment that bad been built 
on to the hotel when she and her husband had arrived to 
take over fifteen years ago* 

With its modern plumbing and fixtures, the apartment 
was comparable to any you might find in the city. There 
was a pink bathroom with a shower, a sizable living room 
furnished in Modern French and with a picture window 
looking out over the valley. The bedroom was Sylvia’s 
pride and joy. Having a beautiful bedroom was all part 
of being a woman, she felt with heart-tugging nostalgia 
as she remembered what a long time it had been since 
she had had a real romance. 

When her husband had quit she had decided she would 
never let any man into her bedroom unless they were 
married. The place had become a kind of shrine. She 
loved the blue wall-to-wall rug, the huge Italian vanity 
with its cream-and-gilt baroque framed mirror, and the 
enormous bed she had bought at an auction in Hollywood 
while on a trip. It was supposed to have belonged to some 
famous film star. It was a beautiful bed. She had spent 
a small fortune on linens of various colors and she had 
imported king-sized blankets direct from Scotland. Golden 
velvet draperies, operated by pressing a button, hung in 
front of the picture window. At the far end of the room 
was a small, screened porch discreetly hidden by the dark 
plumes of the juniper trees. Sometimes of an evening 
Sylvia would sit out on the porch quietly smoking her cig¬ 
arette, listening to the gossip from the main terrace. You 
heard all kinds of interesting things if you kept quiet* 

She had been an idiot to let Bill Seddeo into her sanc¬ 
tum. But what was a girl to do? There was something 
completely unsatisfactory in being tumbled in the back 
seat of an automobile, or on the golf course. Now she 
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at least could afford to be comfortable. But what kind of 
comfort could a woman have alone? This beautiful bed 
had been hardly used. 

She visualized Ted Jenkins lying there, and desire 
flushed her all over. Desire ran down from her middle to 
her knees, and rose painfully to her bosoms, hardening 
the tips. She was trembling. The skin of her face seemed 
to have tightened as if she had been sunburned without 
noticing it. She had the concupiscent itch badly, she knew, 
and she would have to do something about it. 

She turned on the hi-fi and the music swelled out. Sylvia 
moved to the long couch by the window. She leaned 
back and folded her long hands about her knee, and 
stretched the other well-shaped leg straight out. 

She would invite Ted Jenkins here, and no one else, 
she thought. Would he be impressed with her rooms? 
Men sometimes just did not notice anything. But a wom¬ 
an would. Sylvia might even bring Chris Thompson in to 
clean and arrange the flowers the night Ted was to come. 
Sylvia wanted the girl to realize that she, Sylvia, was 
class and that she knew how to live. The redhead had 
never trusted any of the hired help in her sanctum and 
she had done all the cleaning herself, but Chris was dif¬ 
ferent. She was a nice girl, and it would be a good test of 
her character. Sylvia would make Chris promise not to tell 
a soul, of course. 

A hard, bright expression took Sylvia’s face. She was 
not quite sure she liked what she was going to do, Fve al¬ 
ways been a bad one, she thought with a wrinkled smile, 
but I’ve always been on the level about it. Breaking up a 
couple of kids just for summer fun was pretty lousy. 

But she had to. Sylvia snapped her fingers. She couldn’t 
go on living a funless, unamused life. She would be good 
to the kids... raise the girl’s salary... help the boy get 
a hotel job in town or in Florida if he wanted it. All 
Sylvia wanted was a little bit of fun. She wanted to 
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matter in someone’s life. She nodded her bright head. 
You had to matter. 

She had often wondered how it was that she had not 
struck the right man down the years she had been alone. 
She had traveled in the winter season, and lived in the 
right places. She probably expected too much. Or was it 
that she looked too expensive? When you were past forty, 
you attracted the wrong kind of guy. Sylvia shrugged. 
Too late to change radically now. You had to work with 
what you had. 

She finished her drink. The private phone rang. That 
would be Bill Sedden. Nuts to him . She would not see him 
this weekend. 

“Hi, Bill,” she said crisply. “What’s new?” 

He ignored the question, and said, “I want the Caddy 
tonight.” 

“Sorry, Bill, it’s booked. Take the Bel Air.” 

“I don’t want that. I want the Caddy.” Bill Sedden’s 
voice had the quality of a spoiled child’s. “You said I 
could have it when I wanted it.” 

“Yeah, but the season’s on now and we need it. My 
new assistant manager is taking some of the ladies to town. 
The stores are open late.” 

“Then he can take the Bel Air." 

“He’s taking the Caddy, Bill.” 

“What’s bugging you?” Bill said impatiently. “Some 
guy make a strike with you?” 

“Could be. At least I don’t have to pay him.” 

“Okay, have it your own way, Cleopatra. While we’re 
on the line, let’s talk a little business. O’Brian, the in¬ 
surance man, was up this morning. I told him to call you 
about the insurance.” 

Sylvia controlled herself with difficulty. “I told you 
I’m not paying that premium for you." 

‘ Okay, doll, then no horses. I’ll close up and go back 
to mama.” Sedden laughed heavily. “You’re an idiot. You 
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know you have to pay. I can put you out of business. 
Now get wise to yourself and call O’Brian. He's expect¬ 
ing you—and I’ll come over after dinner for the Caddy.” 

“You touch that car and I’ll have you locked up,” Syl¬ 
via blasted. 

“Try it, stupid, and. have one of your people bring me 
over a bottle. I got a party this afternoon.” He hung up. 

For a few minutes Sylvia fumed. She had taken enough 
from this surly young punk. But how could she rid herself 
of him? Thinking, she began to snap her fingers in furious 
frustration. 

She poured herself another drink. It was one o’clock. 
She had forgotten all about lunch. But there had not been 
any shouting or complaining so those kids had probably 
fixed everything beautifully. Feeling suddenly tired, she 
lay down to take a nap. She was lucky to have found 
Chris and Ted. They could run the place for all she 
cared. Nice kids. Sylvia wanted to be nice to them. She 
would be. 

The phone ringing awoke her out of a pleasant doze. 
Bill Sedden said, “I’D be with you in five minutes, kid. 
No, Syl, I don’t want the Caddy, but I have to talk to 
you, and I want that bottle you didn’t send,” 

“Okay, Bill. I can’t give you long. I’m terribly busy 
and I’ve got a headache.” 

Bill Sedden, she thought, was coming for money to 
finance his outing this evening. Well, he could damned 
well work for it. She had been dreaming about something 
and she felt deliciously warm and still drowsy. Bill could 
be quite satisfying. When he was nice to her she almost 
loved him. 

Primped and perfumed, a sheer robe now over her 
body, she sat smoking nervously. What was Ted doing 
now? she thought. And the girl? The staff had the after¬ 
noons off. Perhaps Ted and Chris had gone to the lake to 
swim. She wondered how Ted Jenkins looked stripped. 
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The more she thought about him the more excited she be¬ 
came. 

When Bill Sedden arrived, Sylvia Meredith was in a 
foam of desire* She locked the door and kissed him with 
boiling rapture. 

“Bill, Bill/’ she cried as her lips caressed his ear. No 
need to tell him she had been thinking of his successor, 
“Fve been thinking about you all afternoon, Fm so glad 
you came. How did you guess—” 

“I know you,” Bill Sedden was having difficulty with 
his own breathing. He had come for money. He knew 
what he had to do to obtain it. He began to kiss her in¬ 
timately, 

Sylvia wriggled and pushed Mm away, “Come on. Bill 
Don’t waste time,” 

She certainly had it bad this afternoon. Bill thought* 
He knew the signs* Desire rose inside him. Funny how 
she excited him although he really didn’t care. She must 
have been a gasser as a girl* 

They made love wordlessly. There was no need to talk. 
They were sensualists. She wanted and he gave, and he 
enjoyed giving* She was paying, Bill thought in passing* 
There was nothing else to it, and she was better than a 
lot of the screwy dames who came up to the mountains, A 
man might as well get all he could* Some females were 
worse, few better* If only Syl weren't so domineering. 
But women became that way when they had money. Bill 
often wondered how much she had ,., 

Sylvia was in the sweet agony that comes to older wom¬ 
en, Behind her tightly closed eyes was the image of a big 
blond youngster with laughing blue eyes. Or were they 
gray? She could not remember* He's nice, she thought, 
FU have to teach him a few tMngs like I taught Bill. 
Ted learns quickly. He’s a smart boy *,, he's wonderful 
* *. better than Bill, the big goop. Ill give him the air,, * 
Then her passion swamped out her thoughts. 
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Some time later she opened her eyes and said without 
rancor, “How much this time, BUI?” 

He smiied darkly. “I knew you would, kid. You’re a 
doll.” He pressed his lips down and ran his tongue across 
her mouth. “How about fifty—so the boy can make it 
real wild.” 

Sylvia regarded him with cynical resignation. He really 
was such a boy. She couldn’t be angry with him, she 
thought. If she had not started spoiling Bill Sedden, he 
would never ask her for money like this. It was her fault. 
And he earned his money too. No doubt about that. In 
his class he was tops. 

“Don’t look so unhappy, Syl,” Bill said. “You got it.” 

She laughed. “I’m not unhappy. Bill. I was just won¬ 
dering whether to give you a bonus. I think perhaps I 
wifi.” 

His face lit. His big arms tightened around her. He 
chuckled. “Okay, darling,” he cried. ‘That’s swell. Now 
I’ll give you a bonus, too.” 


Five 


IT was a wonderful day. The hotel’s dining room service 
was flawless in spite of Mrs. Meredith’s having shown her¬ 
self only once during the day. Old Ah Ling, the cook, 
was all smiles at the way the two new youngsters were 
working. 

But for Ted the peak of the day arrived in the after¬ 
noon. With the dishes done, the tables set for dinner and 
decorated with a special flower arrangement Chris had 
achieved, Ted had set off to the beach in his swim trunks. 

He had hoped Chris would take the hint and tag along. 
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She had managed to relay her conversation with Mrs, 
Meredith piecemeal, and seemed hesitant, 

“It’s not dating,” Ted had said sharply. “The staff is 
allowed to swim in the afternoons. We’ll just meet by 
accident. I may not even talk to you.” He had given her an 
eager, anxious smile and had felt desire for her surge 
through him. “I dan look though, can’t I?” 

“You dare. I’m most particular who looks at me,” 
Chris had joked with a happy laugh. “I’ll swim under 
water and wear my tent dress. I bought it specially for 
occasions like this.” 

“Like what?” 

“Not getting stared at when I get out of the water.” 

Okay, then I’ll wear a blindfold, but I suppose I can 
touch.” 

Chris had backed away, her eyes merry with challenge. 
“Try it and see, fresh guy.” 

The water was chilly, almost too cold to be pleasant, 
but Ted liked swimming. He had just finished doing a fast 
crawl across the lake and back when he saw Chris com¬ 
ing. He shaded his eyes from the sun. It had to be her, 
although all he could see of that lovely figure was the 
shining head. The rest was completely encased in a volum¬ 
inous blue thing that reached to the ground and concealed 
the slightest suggestion of anything female. The blue out¬ 
fit was big enough for two girls, or one girl carrying a 
week’s laundry—or twins. So this was the tent dress, he 
thought. Of all the crazy outfits. But it would be just the 
thing for a sylvan petting party. Perhaps the designer 
had had that in mind. Ted had seen a picture story about 
these teot dresses in some magazine, 

“You look like a cross between an angel and a choir 
girl,” Ted told Chris. “Do you swim in it?” 

Chris loosened an invisible clasp, “Of course not, silly. 
This is just to keep me from getting sunburned, and it’s 
wonderful for undressing on the beach. That’s what the 
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circular they sent with it said, and you can really make 
it into a tent, but you have to provide your own poles.” 

The dress fell away, and Ted measured Chris as his 
muscles tightened. Everything he saw was super-plus: sat¬ 
iny skin, well-formed body, and tapered thighs flowing 
down to strong, well-shaped legs. But what rocked him was 
the radiance of physical well-being that emanated from 
that glorious body. He was frightened suddenly, and he 
was not sure why. 

Chris was wearing a leopard bikini. The stomach above 
it was flat with an attractively dimpled navel. The matching 
bra displayed her lovely breasts attractively. Her hair was 
caught up in a topknot. Ted wanted to kiss the back of 
her neck. 

When he woke up to the fact that he was staring, he 
slowly raised his eyes to her face, and smiled. 

“Don’t you like me?” she asked with laughter in her 
eyes. Her smile was an exclusive. 

“You’ll do.” 

“Thanks.” Her smile had a challenging quality. “What’s 
the water like?” 

“Cold enough, but nice when you get in,” 

She hugged herself and shivered. “You go in first. I’m 
afraid.” 

Ted shook his head. “Ladies first. That’s one of my 
golden rules.” 

Chris tilted her head. “Did you know you have a dimple 
that dances when you smile?” she said. 

“Really? I’ll have to do something about it.” Ted 
thumbed toward the water. “In you go.” 

“I think I’ll change my mind and watch you.” Chris 
hugged herself and shivered. Her breasts swelled and Ted 
wondered if they were going to pop out. 

Her smile vanished. “I know why I’m chicken,” she an¬ 
nounced gaily. “I usually go right in. I forgot my cap. It’s 
very important.” She fished in her beach bag. 

Washing her stuff her hah into the white rubber cap. 
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Ted became wildly excited. The cap accentuated the well- 
chiseled lines of her face. 

“Now I’m ready, so I suppose I’ll have to make it,” she 
said. 'Til race you across the lake. Loser pays a forfeit.” 

She dived in expertly and was halfway across before Ted 
realized it. He followed but although he was a good swim¬ 
mer, she was too fast for him. When he returned from 
the other side, she was already going through the sweet 
motions of fixing her hair. 

Ted clambered out and settled beside her. Her wet body 
was silvery in the sun. He noticed the blond fuzz on her 
thighs. Little beads of water glistened on her shoulders. 
As their arms touched, he experienced a wild thrill and 
wanted to put his arm around her slim waist and hug her. 
He felt explosive. He knew now why he was frightened. 
He was in love with Chris. He wanted her for keeps, and 
he was afraid of going too fast. He had not ever felt 
quite the same about a girl. The others he had taken as 
they came and enjoyed what they had to offer. Chris was 
something special, 

“So what’s the forfeit?” he asked. “You won.” 

“But I had such a good start. It wasn’t fair. Let’s do it 
again.” 

“I’U pay the forfeit. What is it?” 

She gave him a mischievous look. “I suppose I should 
let you off lightly. Now what can I give you to do? If 
this were a party it would be simple, wouldn’t it?” 

She sat staring at the green water, supporting her chin 
on her hand, her wide mouth compressed as if she were 
really concerned. It was an interesting mouth, Ted 
thought. The underlip protruded slightly, which Ted took 
as a sign she could be very passionate. She had been, as 
a matter of fact, the first time they had been close, but 
she had quite definite ideas about her love life. He won¬ 
dered if she had a boy friend now, or if she had slept 
with many men. A pang of jealousy spiked his heart. 

It was silly, he knew, but when you had certain ideas 
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about a girl, you just couldn’t help feeling jealous, 1 must 
be old-fashioned, he thought, but that’s how I am. He 
had been reading a book about the new morality in which 
the writer said that love by sexual experiment was gaining 
in popularity and that the modem girl was leader in the 
vogue. So he liked an old-fashioned girl. Whether this 
chick was old-fashioned or not, he wanted her a whole lot. 

“So what is it?” he asked. 

She gripped his band. “Let’s keep it till later. I’m not 
good at thinking out forfeits.” 

“Are we going in again?’’ Ted asked. 

“I don’t think so. I feel sleepy. I think I’ll take a sun¬ 
bath. What about you?” 

“Okay, let’s go,” Ted said, standing up. He was still 
physically excited about her. He wrapped his towel 
around bis waist. Only a few guests were sitting on the 
terrace of the beach house. Three or four were sprawled 
on mats on the swimming raft. When Ted noticed one of 
the guests was Myra Burton, he said casually, “Let s walk 
around to the other side. We’U get the late sun and we re 
not likely to be disturbed.” 

Chris turned her face to him and gave him an amused 
scrutiny. She was obviously pleased at the suggestion. “Be 
my guide, sir,” she flipped gaily. “I’m a stranger in these 
parts. But I’m all for a bit of discretion as suggested by 
our employer.” The mischief in her eyes disturbed Ted 
afresh. He felt as if she had reached out and stroked him. 
They would have to find a quiet place, he thought. 

He sighed inwardly. How long would he be able to hold 
out, he wondered. That first time Chris and he had necked 
she had told him they should get to know each other bet¬ 
ter. And she had promised to be his girl, but she did not 
want him to think she was cheap. And she wasn't a virgin. 
Well, neither was he, so they were equal. But he wanted 
her to be more than just his summer girl. 

Chris squeezed his hand. “Why the silence, Mr. Assistant 
Manager? Worrying about the job?” 
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No, Ted said, shaking his head and emerging from 
his dream. “I was thinking about something much more 
interesting—you.” 

Thanks. I’m flattered but I would rather be talked to. 
I feel like that." The blue eyes shone. Her mouth curved 
mto an eager, sensual smile definitely an invitation, 

The south beach house was empty. As they climbed on 
to the terrace, Ted halted and looked around for a place. 

There’s not much sun here,” he said finally. “Let’s go up 
to the end of the beach.” 


She nodded. They walked on hand in hand across the 
bleached sand. Ted was carrying the beach bag, Chris 
had the tent dress on her arm. His heart was thumping 
He wondered if she were feeling the same as he was. But 
she couldn’t be. She looked so calm and remote. Women 
were strange animals. They always seemed to have com¬ 
plete control of themselves until the time came to turn 
on the gas* 

Finally they reached a miniature valley that separated 
the beach from the grass of an adjoining field. A big oak 
tree and a broken stone wall offered protection from pry¬ 
ing eyes. It was an ideal spot. 

Ted put down his towel. Chris opened her bag and laid 
her towel beside Ted’s. The ground was warm enough. 
They could see the hotel high on the top of the hill in 
the distance, and hear the faint tinkle of a radio from the 
swimming raft. Otherwise, they were alone, the sun the 
only spectator. And the sun did not tell tales, Ted re¬ 
flected as he squatted on his haunches and smoothed out 
the sand, all the while conscious of her legs delightfully 
dose to his bare shoulder. 


The hot sun wanned the damp lakeside air. The breeze 
was heavy with the smells of the country, the lush, damp 
o or of the grass, and the earthy smell of the gnarled 
roots of the big tree. Ted drew a deep satisfied breath 
an it seemed as if he had inhaled a powerful aphrodis¬ 
iac. Curiously, he also felt as if he had suddenly reached 
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a new plateau of male maturity. It must be, he thought, 
the country air, and the presence of this attractive girl. 

“Now you can pay your forfeit, Ted,’’ she said, her voice 
bringing him back to reality. 

He stood up and looked down at her with a question¬ 
ing smile. “What is it?” he said. “I’d almost forgotten.” 

Chris handed him the tent robe. “You can dress me in 
my tent,” she said with a beguiling smile. 

“I thought you were going to sunbathe. Surely you’re 
not cold.” Ted made a comical face. 

Laughing, she held out the blue bundle. “It goes over 
my head. Here, you just open it with both hands and 
drop it over me,” She bent over, holding out her arms, 

Ted fumbled with the garment for a few seconds and 
then slipped it over her head. He was tempted to hold the 
top open wide so that it would fall down, but he decided 
to play fair. He noticed the garment had a zipper running 
down the front, something he had missed, 

“It’s a hell of a rig,” he cracked with a rueful expres¬ 
sion. “They should do something to the guy who thought 
this up. I like to see my women.” 

Christine pulled the zipper up to the top. “But I like 
it,” she said with a bright smile. “Now you can perform 
the second part of your forfeit.” 

“What’s that?” Ted was wondering what she would do 
if he pulled down the zipper right to the bottom. 

Chris turned up her face. She shut her eyes and pursed 
her lips. “You can kiss me, Ted—but gently—and no 
touching. Just kiss, kiss, kiss.” 

Ted did just that. They had kissed about a dozen times 
when Chris let out a little gasp and grabbed him, furiously 
pushing herself hard against him. “Oh, Ted, Ted,” she 
whispered. “It’s too good. It’s—oh, man, I think I’m going 
nuts. I think ..Her tongue foraged mischievously. 

Ted moved into action. He held her tightly and ran his 
hand up and down her spine in pleasant exploration. Then 
he picked her up bodily and laid her down on the towels. 
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Chris snuggled dose. Her arms made a warm cirde 
about his neck. As Ted stretched his big body straight out, 
she pressed herself hard against him, and her warm soft¬ 
ness filled him with a thousand sharp thrills. But he had 
to jettison the tent dress. Holding her tightly, he pushed 
his lips against hers. As she began to squirm and wriggle, 
he pulled the zipper all the way down, and expertly in¬ 
vestigated her smooth torso, 

“You devil/' Chris whispered teasingly. “I knew you 
would do that. Oh, Ted, be careful, please. It f s broad day¬ 
light. Someone might see us, and we have to go back to 
work/’ 

She began to fight him but Ted was in high. He kissed 
her warm shoulders and ran his fingers up and down her 
spine. She gasped, locking her lips on his. Whenever he 
moved his hand, she wriggled closer. He knew she was en¬ 
joying it. They both were. 

When he molded her firm, upthm sting breasts, Chris 
moaned and quickly covered them both with the robe. 

“No, Ted, no. That wasn't fair,” she pleaded. “You're 
not fair.” 

Ted whispered in her ear, “Sorry but I couldn't help 
it.” He kissed the back of her neck and slipped his arm 
round her and began to fondle the tips of her breasts. 
The satiny warmth of them crested Ms desire to agony. 
He began to tickle her mercilessly. 

“Stop it, Ted, please ” Chris cried suddenly, “I’m going 
to scream, I can’t help it.” She pulled at his hands. “Please, 
Ted, please. Be a sport. Ill have to.” She took his hand and 
bit it, 

Ted released her for a moment, “Okay, but turn around. 
Your back’s terrific, but I like to see what I'm playing 
with,” 

Chris turned over slowly. Desire pumped through Ted 
as he glimpsed those full lovely breasts. She smiled dream¬ 
ily as she arranged the robe over both of them, and said, 
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“You see, this thing has its good points after alL I can 
imagine lt*s popular at beach parties.” 

“That Fll agree with.” Grinning raptly, Ted held her 
tight and buried his face in the perfumed cleavage until 
Chris wriggled frantically and pushed him away. But then 
she set about kissing him passionately, and kept on kissing 
until he in turn had to push her away to breathe. 

“There,” she whispered, “That’s what I think of you* 
That’s what Fll always think of you, man, I shouldn’t tell 
you, I know.” She closed her eyes and her voice sank al¬ 
most to a whisper, “A girl shouldn’t, but I just can’t help 
it. Oh, man, I’m far out. * 

Ted held her dose. He wanted her like nobody’s busi¬ 
ness, He kissed the warm hollow of her neck, Chris 
groaned, and her body stiffened against his. His own heart 
was banjpng as if it would burst through his ribs, and 
he could feel hers thumping. She was breathing shallowly* 

Now, his mind said, now. She’s yours. Now you’ve got 
it. But he held back, regardless of his own pain, regardless 
of the wordless demand of that desirable body. 

It was broad daylight, Ted debated with himself. There 
was only the protection of the robe. If one of the hotel 
guests passed, the obvious would be noted. Wanting her 
was agony, Ted thought, but he was looking for something 
more than just a roll in the sand. This girl was too good, 
too different for that. He wanted all of her. He wanted 
to hold this lovely body in his arms in a bed, safe from 
prying eyes. He was in love for the first time. When you 
were in love, you respected the girl. You couldn’t expose 
her to scandal. Summer loving was okay, but this was 
something more. 

He pulled his face away to look at her. Her eyes were 
tightly closed. Her lips were bright with moisture. Her 
face was a mask of passion. It seemed to shine with a 
primitive desire. Chris looked as if she had changed mi¬ 
raculously from an eager, fun-loving girl into a mature and 
lovely woman* 
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Impulsively he pulled her to him and he sensed the 
strength of her roused body, She was heavy in his arms. 
Her breasts were hard against his body. He watched, puz¬ 
zled. What should he do, he wondered. She must be as 
aroused as he was, but women could hold their passion 
longer. 

“Chris/' he called softly, “Chris ,. He wanted to hear 
her talk. The suddenness of everything swamped him. 
He felt alternately elated and humble. 

She opened her eyes and instantly became a girl again* 
The savage, passionate woman had vanished. Now he 
saw sweet innocence on her blond face, and love* He 
was sure of that. The smell of her roused body was deli¬ 
cious, 

“Yes, doll,” she whispered, “Yes, doll. Was I asleep?” 

Ted moved against her compulsively, and the touch of 
her assuaged the pain of his need. “I wondered,” he said, 
kissing her tenderly. “I didn't know,” 

She responded with a warm kiss. Then she said, “I 
didn't mean to go this far, Ted. It isn’t fair* You want to, 
badly, don't you?” 

Ted made a heroic attempt to be a gentleman. His 
mind was riding the clouds of the future. “Not if you 
don't,” he said quietly* 

“Oh, God,” Chris moaned. “I do, you know I do, but 
—oh, Ted, don't be angry with me.” Her fingers clutched 
at him and her sharp nails dug into the hard flesh of his 
shoulders. “Don’t be angry with me, Ted. Please try to 
understand.” 

“I do, Chris. I do.” 

They lay side by side, breathing deeply, enjoying each 
other's presence. Their passion for each other now was 
controlled. 

l Tm terribly happy/' she said then, “It’s all so wonder¬ 
ful.” 

When Ted could finally speak, he said, “I think you’re 
wonderful. The most wonderful girl in the world,” 
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Christine kissed him. “I think if s better to get to know 
each other this way, dear. 1 ' She paused and stared out 
over the lake* “I'm not a summer girl, really, Ted. I’m ter¬ 
ribly sexy, I suppose, but I didn't come up here for that.” 
She sighed. “Somehow I think life's rather unfair to a girl. 
You try to bottle yourself up and then a guy comes 
along and takes out the cork. I suppose I really should feel 
ashamed of myself.” She gave him a tender look. The cor¬ 
ners of her mouth turned up in a shy smile. ‘T think I 
would be if it were anyone else but you.” 

“I’m glad,” Ted said quietly. 

She arose and extended her hand to pull him up. 
“Come on, pal, let's go, I think I should take a shower,” 


That night at dinner Ted had not been able to take his 
eyes off Chris. He caught himself staring at her at 
odd moments. He was mooning against the serving count¬ 
er, waiting for the plates, when old Ah Ling said in his 
funny, shrill voice, “She nice gal, Ted. Make you good wife. 
You be smart, boy, and get her before some bad man 
come along. Plenty wolf here.” 

Ted nodded. He would have to stop staring. But being 
m love like this was a new experience. He had not felt the 
same since his first date at junior high- 

He and Chris had planned to take a stroll after dinner. 
Ted made no attempt to hide his disappointment when 
Mrs. Meredith came into the kitchen where he and Tessie 
were stacking the dishes, and said, “Ted, I want you to 
take Mrs. Burton to Montlcello in the Caddy.” 

Ted swung aboundv It was on his lips to say he could 
not, when he pw Chris standing behind Mrs. Meredith. 
She nodded and motioned with her hand that he was to go. 

“Of course,” he said with a forced smile. “IT be 
delighted. When will she be ready?” 

“She's getting dressed now,” Mrs. Meredith said. She 
gave Ted a bright smile. “Now be very nice to her,” 
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Chris came over when Mrs. Meredith had gone. “Ill 
be all right," she said. Her smile was languidly reminis¬ 
cent as if to remind him of their glorious petting party. 
“I think I can use some sleep. If there’s a light in my 
room when you get back, whistle. I might be awake, but I 
don’t imagine I will be. I could drop off to sleep right 
now." 

Ted was unhappy. “I’m tired too. Why can’t Mrs, Mere¬ 
dith find someone else to drive the Burton woman?” 

Tessie, who had overheard them, giggled. “You’re 
elected, Ted,” she said. “Mrs. Burton’s stuck on you. That 
dame’s real hot. She took on my pa last year. He drives 
a cab and he don’t look worth a row of beans, but she 
made him play. He never got over it." 

“She’s got some hopes here," Ted said with consid¬ 
erable determination, 

Tessie hooted with laughter, Ted and Chris exchanged 
reassuring glances. 



MYRA BURTON came to Sportsman’s Rest every sum¬ 
mer for the exercise of her libido. She lived a hideously 
dull life in the city with a rich, dull husband, and had 
found a sympathetic physician who had said she should 
spend her summers in the mountains for the sake of her 
health. Sometimes if questioned on her marital status she 
said she was a widow, or vaguely implied a separation. 

Sportsman’s Rest was the perfect location for casual af¬ 
fairs. Myra had all the money she wanted and insisted on 
paying her share of treating her escorts. As a connoisseur 
of the casual affair, Myra preferred younger men for af- 
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fairs in cars and in the fields. Older men were fine for 
boozed-up bedding sessions in her room at the hotel. 

Setting off in the Cadillac with her handsome escort, 
Myra was in the best of spirits. It was a lovely evening. 
She glanced at Ted’s profile as he concentrated on driving 
in the heavy traffic, and her wild little body thrilled with 
anticipation. It was going to be a terrific night, she thought 
—a few drinks, the thunderous excitement of the races 
that always set her screaming, supper at a place she 
knew, and then the ride home under the stars with a 
stop on the way at her favorite spot. She began to hum a 
catchy tune. It was wonderful to feel young and look it. 
She felt like squealing. 

She moved close to Ted and said with a glamorous 
smile, “I hope you don’t mind. This seat’s so big I feel 
lonely. I like sports cars best. I think I’ll buy myself an 
MG, but I’d be afraid to drive it. Did you ever drive a 
sports car?” 

Ted nodded. “An old one.” 

Myra wriggled against him. “Was it fun?” 

“Sure it was.” 

“I suppose you took lots of girls out in it. Whenever I 
see a nice-looking sports car, I get pains in the tummy,” 
Myra was beginning to be concerned that her escort 
had not even given her a glance. 

“Yeah, I suppose so,” Ted said laconically. “I didn’t 
have it long. Some guy offered me a good price for it so 
I let him have it.” 

Myra did not intend to give up. “The only trouble with 
those foreign cars is that there’s not enough room in them 
to have fun. It’s like being in a straightjacket.” She 
laughed suggestively. 

Ted continued to be as communicative as a clam, but 
Myra was not going to let a little thing like that worry her. 
The strong, silent ones often came through best in the 
end. He was really a beautiful young man, she thought. 
She moistened her ripe red mouth as she allowed her 
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glowing eyes to prowl over Ted's muscular body. Those 
big bronzed arms were exciting—and those strong manly 
thighs. This was a real man. Her libido licked its chops. 
If only Herbert Burton had been virile instead of brainy. 
One day perhaps she would divorce that dull creature 
and marry a nice boy like Ted, She had a lot to offer. 

She remembered the blond waitress at the hotel and 
Myra’s rosy thoughts paled. This gorgeous young man 
was probably thinking of that waitress, Sylvia had told 
Myra that the waitress and Ted were close friends. Sylvia 
told Myra everything. But after a few drinks Ted would 
forget, Myra thought, and she drew a satisfied breath. She 
glanced at Ted surreptitiously under her long lashes. She 
smoothed the tight skirt that molded her thighs to per¬ 
fection, There was nothing but Myra Burton underneath 
that skirt. Little old Myra thought of everything, 

Ted swung the big car into the entrance of the race 
track and parked expertly at the end of a growing line of 
shiny vehicles. He got out and held the door open for Mrs, 
Burton, As he closed it he inquired politely, “What time 
shall I come back for you?” 

“Come back for me? Darling, you’re staying. You’re 
coming with me. You mustn't leave me for a single sec¬ 
ond,” Myra let loose a glamorous smile, “You’re not going 
to escape. Sylvia said I wasn’t to let you out of my 
sight/' She grabbed him playfully by the forearms and 
gave a little jump that jiggled her breasts attractively. “See, 
you’re my prisoner,” Her dark eyes glowed sexily for a 
moment, then changed to concern, “You haven’t a date 
or anything, have you? I hope I’m not taking you away 
from someone else.” 

Ted shook his head. He. knew he sounded a trifle stiff 
as he said, “No, I just thought I would take in a movie 
or something,” 

“Forget it! I want you with me, every little bit of you.” 
Myra gave him one of those looks and added, “You sure- 
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ly wouldn’t leave little me alone with all these people. 
I would be positively terrified. I’m only a little girl.” 

Ted managed a smile. He could not imagine Mrs. Bur¬ 
ton being frightened even by a squad of commandos. 

He was debating with himself how to phrase his accept¬ 
ance when she said, “And it’s all on me, darling. It won’t 
cost you a nickel.” She studied his face. Then, sensing his 
hesitation, she said, “Please, you mustn’t be offended. 
I want to have fun, and you can’t have fun alone, can 
you? Be a good guy.” She put her small hand in Ted’s 
and wiggled her finger in his palm. “You do understand, 
don’t you? A girl alone does have problems.” She took a 
wad of bills out of her purse and crammed them in his 
pocket, “That’s our mad money, doll. Don’t even count it. 
If we get a winner, we split—you and me. Yes?” 

There was no denying her, Ted thought. She led him to 
an exclusive club overlooking the track while she chat¬ 
tered like a parakeet. Ted ordered drinks and they ran 
through the race card together. “I don’t know a thing 
about horses but I always win,” Myra cried. She was as 
excited as a teenager. Ted found himself grudgingly admir¬ 
ing her. She was undeniably attractive. One of those girls 
who put her whole heart into everything, he thought. 
When she smiled, her body seemed to join in. Her high 
spirits were as catching as measles. 

"So now it’s Myra and Ted,” Mrs. Burton was saying. 
“We’re just two friends out for fun. Yes?” She snapped her 
fingers prettily. “And no one else matters. We’ve got it 
made, man.” She giggled attractively, her hot, dark eyes 
wide on Ted’s, shining with amusement. “You’re my di¬ 
rector for tonight. This is Project Fun and you’re In 
charge.” The big eyes crinkled and shot sex sparkles as My¬ 
ra lowered her voice and said with a whisper, “We’re go¬ 
ing to have real fun.” She leaned across the table and 
squeezed his hand impulsively as she bounced in her chair. 

Ted grinned. He had decided to enjoy himself. With 
Myra’s hummingbird personality you couldn’t do other- 
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wise, lie thought. Despite her age* she was real cool. He 
noticed the other men eyeing her, and he squared his 
shoulders with pride. 

Myra was marking the race card. *Tm going for the 
daily double and the winner in the first and the seventh,” 
she said. She looked at Ted inquiringly. “What about 
you?” 

Ted was about to say he was not betting but he did 
not want her to think he was a square. He took the card 
and marked off his selections. 

Now for some more drinks and we’ll see our money 
come In,” Myra cried. She beckoned to the club steward, 
and then apologized to Ted, ‘Tm sorry, darling, I should 
have let you do that, but Pm so used to being alone.” 

Ted told her to think nothing of it. He was beginning to 
feel better, far better than he expected. The sophisticated 
atmosphere of the club room, the well-dressed people, the 
soft music and the steady burr of conversation helped. 
He could not avoid noticing that Mrs. Burton was quite 
the most attractive woman in sight* There were scads of 
women, of course, big-bosomed blondes, slinky brunettes 
made up to kill, and an assortment of just females, some 
of them real dogs. But nothing like what he had. 

He stared contentedly down at the black oval of the 
track edged with bright green grass. The mounted trum¬ 
peters in scarlet were blowing the fanfare announcing the 
opening of the races. The trumpeters were followed quick¬ 
ly by the parade of spirited trotters with the drivers in 
their sulkies wearing multicolored shirts and caps. It 
was a beautiful scene, Ted's excitement mounted. He was 
glad he had come. Sportsman’s Rest and everyone in it 
were in another world. 

As they hurried back to their table after making their 
bets at the tote window, it seemed to Ted that he and 
Myra Burton were in orbit. She was hanging on to his arm. 
The pressure of her warm lingers burned into his flesh. 
She was like a kitten, he thought, a real cool cat. Ted 
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corrected himself—a real hot cat. His face was one big 
grin, and the stars in his eyes were not entirely due to 
the drinks. The boy was having fun. 

When Myra’s first horse won, her squeal was the loud¬ 
est. She sprang to her feet and literally exploded with 
excitement. Every ounce of her attractive little body par¬ 
ticipated in the jumping carnival of joy. She put her arms 
around Ted’s neck and hung on rapturously as she 
rubbed her warm breasts bewitchingly against him. She 
kissed his ear, his chin, and then locked her ripe, experi¬ 
enced lips on his mouth. Ted flushed with embarrassment 
at the unexpected onslaught, but after a moment s hesi¬ 
tation he surrendered and returned the kisses with pleas¬ 
ure. The pressure of Myra’s hot lips against his suggested 
all the things a man dreams of. 

Breathless, he finally managed to extricate himself. 
What were the other people thinking of him, he thought. 
You didn’t have to have twenty-twenty vision to see Myra 
was older than be was. Supposing the people thought— 
he pushed the suggestion away. To hell with other peo¬ 
ple. Myra and he were having fun. Nobody really seemed 
to be looking anyhow. 

Myra’s horse paid off at long odds. Back at their table 
she fingered the crisp bills lovingly. “Order some cham¬ 
pagne,” she told Ted. “We’ve got to celebrate. You 
brought me luck.” 

Ted signaled to the red-jacketed waiter. “Better go 
easy,” he said. “I’ve got to drive home.” 

Myra laughed. “Champagne won’t hurt you.” She stuck 
out her tongue provocatively. “You’ve got to keep your 
strength up, man. The night’s hardly started.” She found 
bis leg under the table, slipped off her shoe and ran her 
small foot up and down his calf. Her eyes narrowed sud¬ 
denly. “Enjoying yourself?” 

“I’m highballing,” Ted said, meaning it. He gave her 
one of those looks that said he was sitting on a cloud and 
there was a place for her. Then be grabbed her small foot 
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by way of protection and held it. “Got you,” he said. 
“Now you’re my prisoner.” 

Myra Burton laughed softly. The ends of her wide 
mouth curled seductively as she said, “I’d love to be, Ted. 
I’m sure you’re good to your prisoners.” She curled her 
toes in bis hand. He laughed and held the foot tighter. 

“It all depends how nice they are,” he said with a 
big smile. 

Myra tilted her face forward and held her small, point¬ 
ed chin with her band. Her eyes searched his. “Am I 
nice, Ted?” Her voice had a sugary crawl. 

No fishing, kid, Ted countered with mock severity. 
j “ Bu t I like fishing. Particularly for big fish. Tell me 
I’m nice, Ted, or I’ll kick you. Honest I will.” 

“Okay, you’re nice ” Ted conceded. At the moment she 
was too nice for his comfort. Any part of him that slightly 
resembled a conscience had gone to hell in a rocket. 

Myra had bet on the last race. Nevertheless, she 
wanted to leave to avoid the crowd, but Ted would not 
hear of it. “It’s your lucky night, doll," he said. “Follow 
your luck.” 

Myra eyed him roguishly. "You’re quite sure, doll?” 
“Sure of what?” The question had sailed over Ted’s 
intoxicated bead. 

“That it’s my lucky night,” she said. 

“I’m sure.” Ted squeezed her arm. “Just you wait.” 
w Myra ,aid her glossy black curls against his shoulder. 

I just can’t wait,” she said dreamily. If Ted caught the 
ambiguity of the utterance, he said nothing, but hurried 
her back to the table. 

When the horse won at decent odds, he exclaimed with 
an excited grin, “See, I told you this is your lucky night.” 

Myra Burton giggled. Then her petite face was sudden¬ 
ly serious and she said wistfully, “It isn’t over yet I’m 
keeping my fingers crossed.” 

Taking Myra’s ticket to the window to collect her 
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wi nning s, he realized he had drunk too much. But a 
cup of coffee would fix it. 

In the men's room he remembered the possibility of 
seeing Chris later. She migtit be waiting up. But she 
wouldn’t wait long. Why had she signalled him he must 
drive Mrs. Burton to town when he had wanted to back 
out? The question burst like a firecracker in Ms mind. 
Perhaps Chris wasn’t really interested—girls were funny 
about such things. He thought of how they had necked and 
horsed around and how he had restrained himself. If he 
did blow off steam with Myra Burton, he might be doing 
Chris a favor. Thus thinking, be wagged Ms head judi¬ 
ciously. Chris was a nice kid.,. much too Mce for tMs 
racket... whatever it was . L. 

Fortified with such elevating sentiments, he took off 
like a guided missile and hrimeri on the waiting target 
with the air of a man who has got it made. His gray eyes 
lit with fire as he surveyed Ms compamon. Myra, fresh 
from her bout with the powder room, seemed doubly at¬ 
tractive, as if she had added something. 

Ted inspected the slender waist, the luscious frontis¬ 
piece, the glistening lips of that wicked-looking mouth. 
Antony had probably felt the same way about Cleopatra. 
“Come on,” he said, meaningly grabbing her arm, “Let’s 
go.” 

As Myra stood up, he registered a whiff of her perfume 
and mentally named it, “Come and Get It, Number One.” 
It wasn’t the kind of perfume that teeners used at proms, 
he thought. 

Myra was dismayed. “We’re not going home yet, are 
we?” 

“Where else?” Ted grinned teasingly. His eyes glued on 
those provocative mounds of breasts. The temptation to 
touch them fretted Mm. “It’s getting late and it’s quite 
a ride,” he said. 

“I want to eat,” Myra announced with a pout. “I’m 
famished, I know a place down the road. I’ll show you,” 
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Ted handed her into the Cadillac and tipped the park¬ 
ing lot attendant. He had hardly settled himself behind 
the wheel when Myra threw her arms around his neck. As 
Ted received a handful of lusciously soft bosom, she 
slipped her hot tongue into his mouth and made with 
the sign language. 

Ted had anticipated a little foray but nothing quite so 
violent. This was a warm cat, he thought. When he could 
not breathe any more and he felt he was bursting out all 
over in a love rash, he pushed her away and said, “Hey, 
I thought you wanted to eat/’ 

Myra tilted her head back, exposing her slender throat 
Ted could not resist kissing. “I do, darling,” she said. “I’m 
hungrier than ever.” She laughed. “I was just working up 
an appetite.” 

Ted took a deep breath and said cryptically, “Me too.” 

He drove carefully. His head was clear enough, but he 
was not taking any risks. When Myra’s hand began to ex¬ 
plore, he gently but firmly removed it. That kind of thing 
did not help one’s driving, he told himself. 

The night club was crowded, but a display of a five 
dollar bill obtained them a table on the edge of the satiny 
square of dance floor. Waiting for their lobster salad, they 
danced. Myra’s dancing made Ted glad of the dim lights. 
Light as a feather and quick as a bunny, the girl was a 
melter. As a dancer she was tops, but Ted was glad when 
the band played a twist and he could keep his distance. 
His fail-safe system was badly strained. 

Finally after a frantic kiss and clutch before he started 
the car, they were on the way home. It was a beautiful 
night. Overhead the stars hung bright and low. A circus of 
white wispy clouds floated slowly past the big orange 
moon. To the east the huge blue shadows of the moun¬ 
tains made an impressive fresco. Here and there vivid 
patches of light in the sky proclaimed the presence of a 
resort hotel and brought the slumbering countryside to life. 

Ted had already pushed Myra’s hand away twice. As 
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he drove the big car slowly up the mountain he was won¬ 
dering what next. The dance bad pooped him, and the 
grandeur of the night had put him in a pensive mood. 
Well, he decided to put it to her straight. “What about 
stopping for a while,” he said. “Do you know a place?” 

When Myra did not answer, he swung his head around 
and his eyes goggled. She was not there. Ted stared un¬ 
believingly. A second ago she was close beside him. He 
could have sworn to that. 

Then he heard her laugh from behind. He felt her warm 
cheek against his and her hot breath in his ear. “I’m 
here, man. I jumped over the wall.” Her voice was husky. 
“There’s a lane just ahead by that big white sign. Turn 
up there. Nobody ever goes there.” 

Ted found the turn, drove a little distance up the nar¬ 
row lane, and parked. He put out the lights and locked the 
doors. 

When he climbed over to the back seat, Ted saw the 
lines of Myra’s quivering body glowing in the dim light. 
His lips found the perfumed form that had been tantaliz¬ 
ing him all night. Myra moaned. He stroked her hair and 
kissed her small ears. 

“Hurry, hurry,” she implored. 

Ted ran his hand down her slim, satin-smooth torso, 
burning now with the heat of her passion. He fondled her 
warm breasts. 

Myra let out a squeal that was second cousin to a groan 
and reached for him. In an instant she became a hundred 
and ten pounds of frantically pulsating female. 

"You’re wonderful,” she whispered hoarsely. “Wonder¬ 
ful. Oh, Ted..Her voice faded and her breathing took 
over. Above the impression of listening to a distant saw¬ 
mill ... 


For a white Myra lay limp in his arms. Ted was so re¬ 
laxed he forgot they were in the back seat of an automo- 
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bile. He was dozing, savoring the exquisite sense of 
relaxation she had brought to him, when Myra stirred and 
asked in a joking tone, “Did you have onions tonight, 
Ted?” 

“No.” Ted laughed. “Why? Do I stink?” 

“Of course not.” Myra kissed him urgently. “I was just 
thinking that onions make you repeat.” 

“Don’t worry,” Ted said, “I don’t need onions.” 

He showed her. 


It was almost daylight before Myra cried for relief and 
they set out for Sportsman’s Rest, as tired as two small 
children returning from a day’s outing. 

As he crawled into bed, Ted hoped Chris was sleeping 
soundly. He shuddered. He would have about two hours’ 
sleep and he would look like hell. Chris would be sure to 
notice. 


Seven 


IT so happened that Chris had waited up. She had spent 
a dull evening talking with Mrs. Meredith. When the mus- 
tachcd Bill Sedden had joined them and Chris had felt 
he could not take his eyes off her, she had excused herself 
and left. Bill had asked her three times in as many min¬ 
utes to come and look round his stables—as if she had 
not seen a horse before. Remembering what Tessie had 
told her about Bill and his stable manners, Chris had found 
it difficult to be nice to him . Had be really thought she 
was that cheap? 

She had sat on the porch of her little cabin smoking 
and thinking until long past one in the morning. Every 
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time the lights of a car had snaked up the narrow road, 
her heart had skipped a beat. But Ted had not shown. 
What could have happened? The races should have been 
over by ten-thirty or eleven, she had thought. 

Her spirits had sunk. This was to have been a very 
important night in her life, Chris had been thinking. After 
considerable heart-searching, Chris had decided that if 
Ted wanted it that way, she would be his vacation girl. 

Chris knew herself, she had thought. Those sudden, hec¬ 
tic scrambles with Ted had upset her, and she had 
stayed upset. She had taken the hotel job to run 
away from the first man in her life. Chris had met him 
when he had called at the office where she had a job 
as a secretary, and she had fallen in love with him. 
It had all been terrifically exciting—Dave was the kind 
of man every girl dreams of bringing home as a husband. 
Tall muscular and tender, he had gone for Chris in a big 
way. 

Chris smiled indulgently now in front of her little cabin. 
She had been so green about everything. She and Dave had 
hardly known each other for three weeks when he had 
expertly taken her virginity and made her gloriously happy 
about it. Dave had known just how to make a woman feel 
wanted. He had flattered Chris and fussed over her. They 
were to have been married this coming October. Why 
wait for such trivialities as a ring and a few words, 
she and Dave had thought. Love was much more impor¬ 
tant, they had decided. Loving Chris was so important to 
Dave that he had managed to bed her down three or 
four times a week, but never on Saturdays or Sundays 
when he had gone home to see his allegedly sick mother. 
It had all been so wonderful, Chris remembered. Chris had 
never imagined she could become so interested in sex. 
Her heart saddened now nostalgically as she remembered 
how she used to be in a quiver of excitement all day when 
she had expected Dave at night. Sometimes she could not 
wait to cook his dinner. 
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The affair had came to a sudden and dramatic end. 
Dave’s wife, pregnant with her third child, evidence 
of Dave’s weekend endeavors, had turned up at the office. 
Chris had found herself another job and applied herself to 
the dreary business of forgetting. Having convinced her¬ 
self that Dave was a complete louse, she had found her¬ 
self facing another problem. Doing without sex was agony. 
It was as if she had become an addict. 

Aware of her weakness, Chris had avoided men, spent 
her evenings alone or with other girls and stoically en¬ 
dured the early painful weeks of denial. At times her de¬ 
sire had been so compelling that she had wondered if she 
were oversexed. But gradually, as she had banished the 
symbol of Dave’s masculinity from her thoughts, her self- 
confidence had returned. She had even begun to date 
again. 

Then Dave had started calling on the phone, begging 
to see her. He had taken to waiting for her outside the 
office, but she had eluded him by dashing out of the 
rear entrance. When she had spied him keeping a vigil 
outside the house where she rented her small apartment, 
she had slept over with a girl friend, Finally she had put 
herself out of danger by cutting off the telephone, giving 
up the apartment and coming up to the mountains to 
work as a waitress. 

That, she thought now with a subdued giggle, is the 
silly saga of a dope named Chris Thompson. But it real¬ 
ly wasn’t so funny. Meeting Ted had set her on fire 
again. If she were not careful, Ted would take over 
where Dave had left off. The devil of it was, she did not 
want to be careful. Just thinking of Ted made her feel 
lonely, wanton and reckless. She was in a dangerous 
mood. She needed someone to fuss over her. She shud¬ 
dered. Since she had blasted Dave out of her conscious¬ 
ness, she had not given sex a single thought. Now this 
big blond charmer Ted Jenkins had become a symbol. 
She wanted sex. But only from him. 
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As she arrived at this momentous and disturbing 
conclusion, a clock somewhere down in the valley had 
chimed two, and she turned into bed, pondering morosely 
over why Ted was so late, and uncomfortably aware of 
the imminent demands of her body. 

For almost an hour she lay awake, her womanliness 
thrilling vicariously, as though she were containing the 
object of her desire. Then, at last, she fitfully fell asleep.. * 


When Ted did not show for breakfast, Chris was tempt¬ 
ed to go over to this cabin and wake him with a kiss, But 
why ask for trouble, she thought. The guy might not 
even thank hen 

Breakfast was well under way before Ted arrived, look¬ 
ing like a faint carbon copy of his usual bright self. See¬ 
ing him that way, Chris’s welcome smile stopped dead 
in its tracks. For a moment she eyed him coldly and 
then, with a definite get-lost flounce of her hips, she swung 
around and attended to her tables. The man had def¬ 
initely changed over night, she thought. And it wasn’t 
only his obvious hangover that gave such an impression. 
There was something else. The dull-eyed stare Ted had 
greeted her with told its story. Only a guilty man could 
look that way. She patted her hair and adjusted her 
shoulder strap. She was glad she had found out in time. 

Delivering a second of bacon and eggs to a middle- 
aged male guest whose watery eyes were having fun un¬ 
dressing her, Chris glanced at the comer table where Mrs. 
Burton usually sat. The woman was not there. Chris wrin¬ 
kled her nose with displeasure. Mrs. Burton was usually 
the first down, Chris remembered. The Burton woman 
was probably pooped as well. 

Chris then gazed at Ted and she wanted to laugh. The 
man seemed as if a good puff of wind would flatten him. 
He was leaning against the service table, waiting for a 
breakfast. He looked like one big droop. Ah Ling sig- 
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Baled to Chris that her order of scrambled eggs was ready, 
so she went over and deliberately let her elbow touch 
Ted’s. 

“Hi, Ted,” Chris said, giving him a warm smile. “Did 
you have fun last night? Sorry ] didn’t wait up. I went to 
bed extra early for a change." Why let him know she had 
been a complete goof, she thought. 

She could tell by the expression of his tired eyes that 
he was relieved by her fib. “It was terrible,” he replied 
in a low, pained voice. “Too much to drink, too much to 
eat, too much gab. My God, how that dame can talk.” 

Chris could not resist tilting her nose slightly, even 
though she was smiling. “At least talk can’t hurt you, 
can it,” she said and turned her flushed face away, 
grabbed her tray and sped across the room. 

With all her customers munching contentedly, she 
stepped into the kitchen where Ah Ling had prepared a 
snack of bean curd and bacon for her. The old Chinese 
put the dish in front of her with a friendly grin, and said 
with an expressively curving gesture of his hand, “Missy 
eat plenty bean curd and have big bosom always. Bosom 
never slop when girl eat bean curd.” 

Chris laughed teasingly. “Ah Ling, you’re a wicked 
old man. How do you know all that?” 

Ah Ling shook his sleek head. “Me try it on concubine 
back in China. She come flat like empty sack. After one 
year and plenty bean curd, she just like French girl who 
show fanny on movie.” 

Chris squinted at the wilted human asparagus that was 
Ted Jenkins, the almost-love of her life. She finished the 
succulent bean curd. Even if she did not need its magic 
therapy, she could live on the stuff the way Ah Ling 
fixed it. Particularly with the bacon that gave the con¬ 
coction its piquancy. 

“You’re quite a doctor. Ah Ling,” she said, her smile 
dimpling as a mischievous idea came. “What would you 
give a man who comes to work in the morning worn out?” 
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She nudged Ah Ling and motioned in Ted’s direction. 
“Like him.” 

Ah Ling’s wrinkled walnut face split in a toothless grin. 
“Him I give tonic. Fresh bean sprout, hundred year egg, 
and plenty ginseng. Man take that, and two hours he 
like Empire State Building. I know. I take myself.” 

Chris smothered her laughter. “You’d better give some 
to Ted, Ah Ling. I think he needs it. He looks awfully 
pale.” 

Ah Ling shrugged. “Ted very young. All he need is 
sleep and leave old woman alone. I tel! him later. The 
old chefs face glowed with pride at finding a willing lis¬ 
tener. “Ancient Chinese say when young man go with 
old woman, she take years of his life, like old man take 
same from young woman. In my village in China old 
man over hundred years old sleep with fifteen-year-old girl 
and feel like seventy next day—and fifteen-year-old boy 
go with eighty-year-old woman with plenty money and he 
wake up old. He do this lots of time and he soon die of 
old age. Mr. Ted out with old gal last night. Come home 
plenty late. You watch him, miss. Nice young girl like 
you don’t want old worn-out husband.” 

Chris made herself smile over the needles of agony in 
her heart The old oriental could not have the remotest 
idea of how his information was hurting. 

“I certainly don’t,” she agreed. “I don’t think I want 
a husband at all.” 

Ah Ling was shocked. “Nice girl like you got to have 
husband and babies.” He nodded in Ted’s direction. He 
like you okay. You see. You tell him what I say about 
what old woman do to him.” 

Chris snickered. “You tell him, Ah Ling. He wouldn’t 
believe me.” 

Ah Ling nodded. “Okay, I tell him. Ted listen to me. 
You see. He make you good husband.” 

At that moment Myra Burton made her entrance. Chris 
started up as every male head in sight turned toward 
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the door. Myra paused dramatically. She was wearing a 
minuscule green playsuit that showed plenty of playground. 
For a moment she stood surveying the assembly, a mis¬ 
chievous have-a-good-look glint in her dark eyes. Having 
established herself as the woman of the moment, she 
pranced gaily to her table, her high heels clicking, her 
slim golden legs delivering visual invitations to the dark 
spots of the entranced male libidos. 

Chris had to admit Myra’s was quite an entrance. 
The waitress studied the other woman’s well-shaped bos¬ 
om and the otherwise boyish figure. And those legs— 
there wasn’t a pair to match them in the hotel, Chris 
thought. Mrs, Burton certainly had something and she 
showed the best of it to advantage. It just wasn’t fair to 
the other women. 

Chris then noticed that Ted had revived. Mrs. Burton’s 
smile was supercharged for him alone as he approached 
to take her order. Chris’s heart quivered, and her nose 
snooted unavoidably. She did not need to have to strain 
her imagination to visualize what had happened last night. 
Everything about Mrs. Burton seemed to be crowing like 
a masculinized hen over a capture. Her big dark eyes 
were staring at Ted as if she would love to have him for 
breakfast. 

Ah Ling broke into Chris’s boiling resentment. “She 
man eater,” he whispered squeakily. “Come every year 
to eat different guy. Try them all once. When she walk she 
do like Chinese poet say, peony wave in wind. Same 
when she go to bed.” Ah Ling cackled. “That dame no 
need ginseng. She got plenty.” He went back to his stove 
to fix Mrs. Burton’s eggs, leaving a flushed, unhappy 
Chris wondering if she looked as miserable as she felt. 

Uncertain as she was about her appearance, of one thing 
she was sure: Ted could go peddle his fish somewhere 
else. She wasn’t buying. She was glad when a quartet of 
latecomers arrived at one of her tables but, as she brought 
them their orders with an appropriate waitress smile, her 
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mind was still holding a private kangaroo court on the 
wretch who had ruined her vacation job. 

But Chris was not quitting. A man like Ted Jenkins 
deserved to be punished, she thought. She would not give 
him the satisfaction of letting him think she cared or 
that she was afraid of him. She had run away from Dave, 
but that was different. She was experienced now. 

While she was clearing off the tables she noticed that 
Mrs. Burton was still at hers. Ted was drooping over her 
with what Chris decided was a silly grin on his face. 
The guy must be hypnotized. 

She hummed a bright march tune she had heard on 
the radio. She couldn’t care less, she thought. She was 
still a member of the Never Again Bachelor Girls Union 
in good standing. There were about seven million of them 
in the U.S. When her dishes were stacked, instead of 
waiting to have a cup of coffee with Ted, she hurried back 
to her cabin to rest up before going back to set the 
tables. 

She was lying on the bed when her mental kangaroo 
court convened again. Perhaps she had been too hard 
on the guy, Chris thought. Maybe his wilted mien had 
been caused simply by a hangover. A suddenly warm 
feeling took her and she made a concession. If Ted 
Jenkins knocked on her door now, she would be nice to 
him. But definitely. Yes, she would overlook the whole 
thing. After all, he was not married to her. They were 
not even engaged. Chris laughed softly. She was recalling 
some of the pompous phrases her boss had used to dic¬ 
tate when she worked in the big engineering firm where 
she had met Dave. After “exploratory conversations” and 
an “interchange of visits,” a “mutual expression of in¬ 
tent” had been established between herself and Ted. And 
that really amounted to nothing. So? 

Chris lay back, closing her eyes. Perhaps Ted would 
appear. She yawned. She felt healthily tired. It would be 
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nice if he did, she mused, but perhaps it would be better 
if he didn’t.,. 


In the kitchen Ted was sleepily listening to the Con- 
fucian wisdom of Ah Ling and trembling at the thought 
of the gustatory pick-me-ups prescribed by the old wiz¬ 
ard. Four eggs beaten up in orange juice were almost as 
good as bean sprouts and ginseng, Ah Ling said. 

Ted was sweating from sheer exhaustion, too tired even 
to think. But it had occurred to him dimly that Chris 
had not exactly put out the red carpet for him earlier, 
but he was in no mood to be alarmed about that until his 
batteries were recharged. He felt as if he had run two 
four-minute miles in the broiling sun, or done something 
else equally ridiculous, which was true. The trouble was 
he was out of practice. He had read somewhere that love 
was like a muscle and you bad to keep exercising it He 
counted reminiscently on his fingers. Last night he had 
probably broken some kind of record. 

“Come on, drink this, and you feel like rooster,” Ah 
Ling said, putting the big glass in Ted’s hand. 

Ted sniffed. Nothing could have ever smelled worse but 
he dosed his eyes and gulped down the stuff. 

When he had finished he felt like four sick roosters, 
“Just you wait, man,” Ah Ling chortled. “Now I make 
you something special” He pushed Ted into a collapsi¬ 
ble lounge chair Ah Ling brought with him every year to 
rest his feet, and turned to the refrigerator, 

Ted revived somewhat as the kitchen filled with the 
succulent odor of broiling meat and something else 
equally appetizing. Surprisingly he felt hungry when Ah 
Ling motioned him to the table on which had been set a 
monster steak garnished with some exotic sauce. 

Ah Ling watched Ted eat with obvious pleasure. The 
piquant sauce whetted Ted’s appetite. He ate ravenously, 
feeling stronger at every bite. 
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When he had finished. Ah Ling poured some liquid 
from a small bottle into a glass. 

‘‘This fix you good, 1 ’ the Oriental said with the air of 
a man in complete control of the situation. “Chinese herbs 
and rhino horn. Tomorrow you take them all on,” 

Ted made a face. The stuff smelled foul but he had not 
the heart to disappoint the old man, so he swallowed it 
valiantly. Beyond a burning sensation in Ted’s stomach, 
the muscles of which still ached from his strenuous work¬ 
out the night before, everything was in order. He was in 
fact improving at every breath. The old Chinese chef was 
fabulous, Ted thought. 

Over numerous cups of tea and fortune cookies, having 
triumphantly assured himself his patient was restored. Ah 
Ling began handing out the fruits of his experience. The 
essentials were: no more old women—Ted wondered how 
the old man knew what he had been up to—and find 
yourself a regular young girl who liked bean curd, and if 
Ted did not latch on to Chris someone else would and 
he would miss out on the best chance a man ever had. 
And if Ah Ling did not know a good woman, who did? 
Tessie was okay, but for a short time only, the Chinese 
finished. 


Meanwhile Myra Burton and Sylvia Meredith were 
fencing for information over midmoming cocktails Sylvia 
had whipped up in her private kitchen and brought into 
the office. The two women had talked around the subject 
uppermost in both minds, Myra had told about her win¬ 
nings at the track, and Sylvia had countered with the 
trouble she was having in finding help. The hotel would be 
full by the weekend and if someone did not turn up, she 
just wouldn’t know what to do, Sylvia said now. At that 
point she led with her right. “If only I could find another 
young man like Ted Jenkins,” she ventured, “and an- 
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other girl like Christine, Then I could manage. They’re 
such a nice pair,” 

Myra’s dark eyes were amused. The old bag was really 
desperate to know how Myra had made out. She and Mrs, 
Meredith usually exchanged notes in detail, giving each 
other leads to promising male talent and relating tales 
of the various affairs that transpired. 

This time Myra decided she wasn’t playing. She might 
want Ted again, although she did not usually go for re¬ 
peats, and she wasn’t going to let Mrs, Meredith sink 
her hooks into him. The boy was far too nice, Myra 
thought, 

“Yes ” she said reflectively, “he’s a nice boy but ter¬ 
ribly prim and proper. He must have been very well 
brought up.” 

Mrs, Meredith’s sharp face became sharper. Her ginger 
eyebrows arched and her carefully made-up mouth 
crinkled in a smile. “Really, so you didn’t have any fun.” 
Good for Ted, she thought. Myra Burton was so sure 
she was irresistible, Sylvia wanted to laugh at the thought 
of the boy keeping Myra in her place. One young man who 
had worked for Sylvia had regaled her with chapter and 
verse of Myra’s tactics. 

“Of course I did, darling, I enjoyed myself immensely,” 
Myra contradicted sweetly, “It was such a pleasure to be 
escorted by a gentleman for a change and not have to get 
mauled and propositioned. Young men with manners are 
so rare these days,” 

Sylvia Meredith agreed with a gracious smile as phony 
as a politician’s promise. “They certainly are, darling,” 
she mused, “Let me give you another drink. You look as 
if you need it.” 

Emptying the shaker into the glass, Sylvia allowed her¬ 
self to chuckle as she remembered Bill Sedden’s crack 
about Myra Burton. “You don’t even have to ask her,” 
was how Bill had put iL 



Eight 

IT was not a happy day for Ted, After dinner he asked 
Chris to join him at the lake and heard a curt no delivered 
with a get-lost smile. He was furious and hurt. From any 
other girl the turndown would not have mattered. But 
there was something in Chris’s eyes that gave him a stab 
of pain. In that moment she had become the only girl for 
him. 

For a good half hour he moped in his cabin. Girls were 
queer animals, he thought. He had supposed this girl to be 
different. She had seemed so natural, so frank and friendly. 
And now—his lip curled. So she was just like the others. 
Well, he had two months open season. Ted grinned, but 
sourly. Nuts to anything serious. He would give Chris 
Thompson a bang the first chance he had and then tell her 
where she could get off. If she thought she was different 
from the rest, he would show her. August was the month 
when the girls at these resort hotels usually became real 
hot. He could wait until then. In the meanwhile there was 
plenty of talent on which he could keep in shape. 

He took a shower, changed into slacks and a T-shirt 
and set out to take a walk. The dusk was falling, replac¬ 
ing colors with shadows and dark shapes. Two couples 
arm-in-arm passed, heading for the meadowland. One girl 
was carrying a blanket under her arm. Ted wondered 
whether she were brazen or just practical. The kid evi¬ 
dently knew what she wanted. 

Thinking of what the pair would soon be doing, Ted 
felt lonely and resentful. If Chris did not want to make 
love, she could at least come out for a quiet talk. His 
anger mounted. Love was what she had said she wanted. 

77 
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Now she would have to accept something else and like it. 
All girls did, even if they yakked their heads off first, he 
thought. 

Ted was in a fine mood when a car drew up noisily as 
he reached the road, Tessie’s pert face, surmounting a 
magnificent brace of female melons, glowed alluringly. 

“Hi, Ted,” she cried. “What are you doing?” Her 
voice had a silky, sensual quality that wrapped an invisible 
net around some part of Ted’s ego. 

“Nothing particular, Tessie." 

Tessie laughed. “All right, do it with me. Come on, I’ll 
take you for a ride. Hop in.” 

Ted hesitated. “How’s your driving, kid?” he said. 

“Terrific. You’ll see.” 

Beside her in the moonlight he could see plenty of Tes¬ 
sie. She had the kind of breasts every man dreams of, and 
they looked better now than in the daytime, probably be¬ 
cause there was more of them on view, 

Ted moved closer. Tessie responded with a wriggle. Ted 
put his hand on her thigh. She turned her excited face to 
h im and laughed. 

Ted moved his hand and Tessie giggled and said, “Don't 
annoy driver while bus is in motion,” But she did not 
take his hand away. There was a healthy young-girl smell 
about her that did something to Ted, He made a mental 
note. Tessie was to be next in his vacation black book. To¬ 
night he would only feel out the ground. 

“Where are we going, anyhow?” he asked. 

Tessie did not answer immediately. She was staring 
straight ahead into the pale shaft of light thrown by the 
car’s headlamps. When a deer jumped out of the hedge in 
front and stood majestically in the road, she braked sud¬ 
denly and reduced her speed until the animal galloped 
away, 

“I once hit a deer,” she said sorrowfully. “It was hor¬ 
rible. Oh, yes, where are we going? Like to dance?” 

“I could try,” Ted said. 
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“Good. I know a beer joint where there’s a good 
combo. Afterwards we can go for a swim in the pool. No¬ 
body will be there.” 

“I haven’t got my swim trunks,” 

Tessie laughed. She took her hand off the wheel for a 
moment to give him an understanding pinch. “Nor have I, 
man. I told you there will be nobody around. Dig?” 

Ted stiffened apprehensively. It sounded like a com¬ 
mand performance, he thought. Well, it was a glorious 
way to die. He could see himself crawling up the next 
morning and asking Ah Ling for a corpse reviver. The 
odd thing, however, was that at this moment the corpse felt 
full of bounce. There must be something in Ah Ling’s 
rhino horn. 

A serious thought occurred to him, one that every man 
must have put to himself at one time in his life. 
Couldn’t he go out with an attractive girl without trying to 
make her? That, he decided, depended on the girl. He 
glimpsed Tessie’s bare thighs, the pale gleaming bubbles of 
the tops of her bosoms. Girls with rigs like hers were ask¬ 
ing for trouble and probably expected it. Tessie would 
probably think he was queer if he didn’t try anything. He 
remembered the first time he had seen her, how he had 
had the impression everything was sticking out that 
shouldn’t be... 

Tessie interrupted Ted’s ruminations by drawing up 
with a screech of tires on the gravel parking lot of a log 
cabin tavern set back in the clearing. The blare of the 
dance combo met them like a banshee’s serenade. But 
the band had rhythm as well as volume, and Ted’s 
shoulders began to twitch as Tessie and he fought their 
way through the crowd at the bar and joined in the clamor 
for beer being served in cans. 

Tessie and Ted carried two cans apiece. Tessie led the 
•way to the outdoor dance floor set in a clearing where fifty 
or more couples were whirling and twisting. They sat on 
a log, drinking their beer and dancing with their shoulders. 
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Ted watched Tessie’s bosoms with increasing interest. He 
expected they would spring out of the string bra at any 
moment, and wondered what he would do. 

Tessie drained her second beer. “Come on, let’s dance,” 
she said, slipping her small firm hand in Ted’s. “I feel like 
warming up.” She strutted on the floor, waggling like a 
rabbit’s tail. Then she stood facing him, stomping her feet, 
moving her hips and snapping her fingers, her hands high 
above her head. Her huge brown eyes glowed with glee, 
and her face was one big provocative smile. Every part of 
her seemed to blaze with vitality. Ted stared at her non¬ 
plussed. She very nearly made him feel old. 

“Dance, Ted, dance,” she squeaked, and off she went 
into the wildest twist. 

Some girls dance only with their legs and hips but 
Tessie danced with everything. She swiveled her hips, un¬ 
dulated her torso, tossed her navel, shrugged her shoulders 
and swung her magnificents in a dazzlingly perfect rhythm. 
Ted had never seen such coordination. The girl was a sen¬ 
sation. The other dancers were stopping to look at her and 
clapping. Ted prided himself on being a sharp man on the 
floor but Tessie made him feel like a toss-out from ama¬ 
teur night. 

The cat sure was way out, Ted thought. As he threw 
himself into the wild dance, Ted had a new impression of 
Tessie. She was not the bovine extra help at Sportsman’s 
Rest any more. He visualized her as a young and volup¬ 
tuous goddess of the dance, riotous, titillating and mischie¬ 
vous, Sex seemed to radiate from her. She made him feel 
like a stallion chasing some strange creature, half woman, 
half animal. And all on beer, he thought. He was doing 
well. The crowd were yelling for the pachanga, the rocket 
race of the dance floor. Tessie flung her wild body at Ted 
and worked him over as they executed the incredibly fast 
steps. Ted was hardly aware of what he was doing. All he 
knew was that at intervals a pair of hot lips shot boiling 
isotopes into his reactor. He was really cooking. He could 
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feel her heart pumping as she gave him an unmistakable 
signal that said she was firing on all cylinders. A sudden 
surge of passion claimed him. He could think of nothing 
but what his body wanted, which reason said it shouldn’t 
have. Only reason had quit a while back. 

He hurried her off the floor. In the darkness under the 
trees, she clung to him and asked anxiously, “Anything 
wrong, doll?” 

“I’m pooped.” Ted wiped his brow. “Out of practice, 

I suppose.” 

“You men are all the same,” she said. “I was just get¬ 
ting wanned up.” She took his arm and pushed him for¬ 
ward into a walk. “But I’m hot enough.” She tossed her 
head back, fluffing out her glossy hair. "Brother, am I 
hot. Two beers and a twist and I’m all here and there, 
if you know what I mean.” Her eyes searched his, spar¬ 
kling. She led him down a small wooden path. On each 
side Ted could see couples who were not star-gazing. The 
place was evidently popular. - 

In the black pool of shadow thrown by a big tree, 
Tessie pulled Ted to a halt. Standing in front of him, she 
put her arms around his neck and locked her ripe young 
lips on his. Her breath smelled sweet and fresh. Ted ran 
his hand down her back aDd Tessie labored with her 
tongue, burning her passion into him. Ted gripped her 
tensely. His exertions of the night before just had not hap¬ 
pened, he felt. It was as if he had not been near a girl for 
a year. 

Tessie’s quick breathing told how she herself felt. She 
pressed herself libidinously against him. Ted kissed her 
warm neck and she giggled. Then her tongue followed her 
hot breath against his ear. 

She swamped Ted with a hurricane of youthful passion. 
The suddenness of her attack made Ted wonder if he were 
real. Tessie was boiling haste. She moaned and sighed 
and sobbed. She dug her sharp little nails into the back of 
his neck and bit his underlip. 


82 


THE HOT KISS OF YOUTH 


Ted did his part nobly. If he were taking longer than 
usual, which was possible, he had an appreciative partner. 
Tessie pulled her lips away and began to turn her head 
from side to side. “Yi—yi—yi,” she squealed, 

Ted stuck to his principle of always finishing a job, 
whatever it was, and this was nice work. It was not long 
before Tessie let out a moan like a sick cat. “Oh," she 
moaned, “Mama never told me about this ,. 


Comfortably relaxed later, Ted remembered to ask 
Tessie what her mother had neglected to tell her. 

Tessie sat up, her damp face somber. “Something hap¬ 
pened, she said. “1 think I had fulfillment or something. 
You know, what women are supposed to have, and never 
do.” 

It didn’t hurt, I hope,” Ted said with tender solicitude. 
He decided not to correct her misuse of the word. 

“Hurt?” Tessie whistled. “It was just—the best.” She 
fluffed out her hair with her hands. “Better than any 
twist.” She arose, a modem wood nymph, and began to 
brush the twigs and leaves from her thighs. “Come on, we 
have to go and swim now, or I’ll itch all night.” She 
turned her back on Ted, saying, “You brush me off be¬ 
hind, pal. I should have brought a blanket. I never thought 
of it.” 


Tessie was strangely silent as she drove them back up 
the hill toward the hotel. Ted felt a trifle drowsy and 
hoped she had forgotten her crazy idea of a night swim, 
but no such luck. Tessie swung the car into the lane lead¬ 
ing to the hotel beach and parked on the grass. “We’ll 
get out here,” she said, “just in case anyone’s around.” 

Ted followed her like a man in a dream. The beach was 
empty. Tessie was obviously used to these nocturnal visits, 
he thought. She told Ted to wait, and prowled around the 
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beach house as noiselessly as an Indian scout. Assured 
that the coast was clear, she came stealthily back and 
beckoned to him. 

The water looked inviting. The moon was throwing a 
path of dappled light on the dark surface. The night air 
was surprisingly warm. Ted yawned and slipped off his 
pants. He stood for a moment on the edge and shivered 
involuntarily. He was aware that Tessie was inspecting 
him. In spite of his sudden weariness, he was glad he was 
well-made and well-muscled. He had always taken pride 

in his body. - 

He watched Tessie walk noiselessly into the water, send¬ 
ing out rings of silvery ripples as she went, and then he 
followed. The girl was a good swimmer. Ted followed her 
across the lake. At the far end she stood up. Ted paddled 
close. With her hair plastered back and the drops of 
water glistening on her face, Tessie looked surprisingly 
frail and innocent. The big bosoms were undulating slow- 
ly with the movement of the water. 

Ted could not resist touching them. Tessie laughingly 
slapped at his hand and took off. Ted went after her, 
sighting on her splashing heels and her bobbing bottom. 

Tessie outstripped him easily. She was waiting when he 
reached their starting point. Ted clambered out of the 
water, thinking of bed. The swim had kind of hit the spot. 
He found a cigarette in his pants pocket and lit it. Tessie 
took one. As she applied the tip to the glowing end of his, 
she whispered softly, “I hope you don’t mind kissing a girl 
who smokes. Some guys do.” She took Ted’s hand. “We 
can sit over there while we dry off.” 

Ted allowed her to lead him to a porch glider. Her lus¬ 
cious youthfulness was still a challenge. He suppressed a 
yawn. A kiss was all she would have, he thought. He 
was tired but be did not want to let Tessie know. She 
would think he was too old or something. These kids were 
odd that way. By way of protecting himself when Tessie 
lay full length on the mattress, he sat at the far end and 
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concentrated on his smoking. Until Tessie squirmed and 
moved down so that her feet were resting on his thigh. 

Ted held one of her feet automatically. He thought of 
Myra’s playing footsie. Was this the popular approach in 
these parts? Perhaps it was something he had either for¬ 
gotten or hadn’t caught up with. 

When Tessie raised her foot and tickled his nose with 
her toe, he knew she was declaring war again. “You can 
kiss my foot if you like,” Tessie contributed in a low, in¬ 
timate voice, “They’re quite clean and it really sends me.” 

When she let out a little squeal and snatched her foot 
away, Ted was feeling somnolent and contentedly sure of 
being able to hit the sack in his cabin any minute. 

Then it happened. Something soft and cuddlesome 
settled across his knees. Tessie had arrived. 

Ted started up. “Hey, what’s this?” He stroked the 
wriggling body reluctantly. 

“This is how I say good night, man,” Tessie whispered. 
“Isn’t it lovely after a swim?” Her voice strangled sud¬ 
denly, and Ted experienced a rapture. 

Tessie was enthusiastically vigorous. Ted felt trapped. 
But then, after a series of short little groans, she collapsed 
like a deflated balloon. 

“Man, oh man,” she muttered into his damp shoulder, 
“you sure dig the love beat. I’m gone. Bury me under the 
rose bush.” Tessie whistled. Suddenly she shivered and 
her voice pleaded, “Don’t touch me again tonight, Ted— 
I just couldn’t stand it. I’m sorry. I’ll be better next time.” 

Ted said mockingly, “So you’re chicken. Don’t worry, 
I’m a gentleman. What’s happened to you? Getting old or 
something?” 

Tessie groaned and laughed. “Perhaps I am.” 

When Tessie yawned, he said, “Stay awake until you 
get me back up the hill, please. I’ve got to work tomor¬ 
row.” 

Tessie shrugged. “You drive if you like.” She yawned 
again. “If it weren’t for that crumb Bill Sedden, I would 
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sleep with his darned horses. I love the smell of the stable. 
But 1 suppose I had better go home.” 

Ted stood for a moment at the end of the hotel road 
and watched the red glow of Tessie’s tail lamps disap¬ 
pear into the darkness, and then he set out to head as 
quietlv as possible for his cabin. Darkness was everywhere. 

It was two o’clock in the morning, which meant he had 
just four hours to sleep. In his present condition he could 
use twenty-four. He was sweating slightly and his head 

ached. . 

A few yards from the cabin, he stopped dead in his 
tracks and stared as if he were looking at a ghost. But it 
was not a ghost. A girl was sitting on the steps smoking 
a cigarette. She was not exactly naked, but she was as 
good as. The moonlight showed him quite plainly she was 
only wearing a sheer gown that apparently did not reach 
to her thighs. It showed him the dark spots of her nipples 
peering through the fabric. It showed him her face turned 
toward him and smiling a welcome. 

“Hi, Ted,” Chris said. “1 woke up suddenly and thought 
I’d come to see you. I hope it’s not too late.” 


Nine 


IF Chris had not spoken, Ted would have sworn he had 
delusions, or had chanced to the wrong cabin. But the girl 
looked like Chris, and it sounded like her, so it had to be* 
But what the blue heaven was she doing sitting on Ms 
porch in her nightie at this hour in the morning, he won¬ 
dered. 

“Hi,” he managed, trying to make with the old Jenkins 
nonchalance. *'Whafs cooking?” He had a triple head¬ 
ache all at once, and Ms knees were as weak as watered 
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bar Scotch* He felt as if a puff of wind would flatten him, 
Chris just smiled, so he mumbled on, “Kind of late, 
isn’t it? What happened? Couldn’t sleep or something? 
I went for a swim with some of the boys.” The sweat 
was dripping from him. His teeth were threatening to 
chatter. His eyes were so tired that it hurt to look at 
what Chris had to show under the sheer nightie, and 
what they saw conveyed no message to any part of him. 
The Jenkins battery was well and truly discharged. 

Chris stood up. She put one superb leg on the top step, 
the other on the bottom. Ted goggled weakly at what he 
saw. The girl was positively bare. His heart quivered. 
Had she really come to see him like that, or was it an 
accident? Perhaps she had locked herself out. 

“I could have gone to sleep, I suppose," Chris said, 
“but I just didn’t want to. Not alone, that is.” 

Ted’s damp hair began to bristle. “What?" He intended 
to take a step forward, but instead he fell back and mum¬ 
bled, “Anything wrong?” 

“I’ve been thinking, Ted,” Chris said. “I’ve thought 
an awful lot and decided I was wrong about everything. 

I didn’t mean to be so snooty to you. I—well, it wasn’t 
nice of me to let you go so far and then stop—” Chris hesi¬ 
tated. They stared at each other in the moonlight. Chris 
was smiling softly. 

“Yes,” was all Ted could manage. “Yes.” He cleared 
his throat, and added, “So?” 

“So I’ve come to make amends, Ted.” Chris’s voice 
quivered. “1 will be your summer girl, and no strings. 
Just fun while we’re here, like you want it. So here I am. 
I’m coming to bed with you now.” 

When Ted did not answer, she said, “I’m not making 
a sacrifice, Ted. I want to—really. I want you—now, 
Ted. I’ve been thinking about you all night.” 

Ted’s throat strangled. A flight of lead butterflies be¬ 
gan to flop around his stomach. Fate had thrown him a 
shabby curve. What could he say to extricate himself? He 
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felt like someone who tore up Ms ticket at the races 
while the horse romped home at fantastic odds. What a 
break. 

“Yes,” he said through his parched lips. “Yes. 

Chris’s voice sounded impatient. “Aren’t you pleased, 
Ted? Isn’t that what you wanted?" 

“Sure—yes—of course," Ted temporized. “That’s just 
what 1 wanted.” He trailed off miserably. With an effort 
he continued, “So let’s talk about it some more-tomor¬ 
row. After breakfast. Yes? How would that do?” 

Chris stepped down. She drew herself up to her full 
height and wrapped the gossamer nightie protectively 
around her. Her nose shot up in the air as she declared 
icily, “It won’t do at all, Ted. I’m sorry I bothered you. 
Good night.” 

By the time Ted had made up his mind to run after 
her, the door of her cabin had slammed. The bolt shot 
noisily. Sorrowfully he turned and stepped into his own 
cabin and flung his dejected self on the bed. How un¬ 
lucky could you get? If he could only have bluffed it 
through. 


The next morning Chris did not even give Ted a good 
morning. Ted weathered the ice storm with the dignity 
of a man who is half asleep. Concentrating on the de¬ 
livery of breakfasts was about the limit of his capabili¬ 
ties. If at odd moments he glanced unhappily at Chris, 
it served only to strengthen his resolution to manage with¬ 
out her. And that applied to Tessie, Myra, and anything 
else with legs that hove into sight. 

After stacking the dishes and setting his tables, he 
crawled back to his cabin and slept until the faithful Ah 
Ling fetched him for lunch. Ah Ling was a good guy, 
Ted thought. When the Chinese offered another dose of 
his rhino hom pick-me-up, Ted hated to refuse. The old 
guy looked hurt, but Ted was not taking any risks. 
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He was about to melt for the afternoon when Mrs. 
Meredith hailed him with a gay flourish of her hand. 

Ted, there are a lot of new people coming this after¬ 
noon, and two young men and a new girl to help out 
They’ll wait at table. I want you to break them in at 
dinner tonight and you can take over as social director 
tomorrow.” 

Ted looked unhappy. 

She chuckled and said, “Don’t worry, you’ll have plenty 
of time to see your girl.” 

Ted knew she was fishing, “Thanks” he said, ‘Til kind 
of tniss waiting at table. You become used to things.” 

“Youll make more money” Sylvia said as if to reas¬ 
sure him, “You're too talented for what youTe doing.” She 
motioned toward her office. "Come in and have a chat.” 

Ted did his best to smile. “Would you mind very much 
if 1 asked you to give me a rain check? I've got a head¬ 
ache, I thought I would take a nap. VU probably feel 
better by dinner time.” There was a certain expression 
in Mrs, Meredith's eyes that even his jaded sense could 
not miss. The old girl was on the make and she had him 
in mind, he thought. He felt weary and desperate. If 
was all like a bad dream. 

Mrs. Meredith took his hand. Her green eyes sur¬ 
veyed him anxiously. “You poor thing, you must be run¬ 
ning a temperature. You're so hot. Why don't you come 
and rest up in my apartment? You'll be quiet there and 
nobody will disturb you. I'll give you some whiskey and 
an aspirin and you’ll be as right as rain,” 

Ted shook Ms head. He was not mouse enough yet 
to step into a trap like that. He tried to sound grateful as 
he said, “I think Til go to my cabin and lie down.” He 
smiled disarmingly. “When I feel like this I'd rather be 
alone.” 

Mrs. Meredith was tom between sympathy and ex¬ 
asperation. She was erotically itchy this afternoon. She 
had looked for Ted everywhere the night before, even 
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going to Chris’s cabin on the pretext of seeing If to® 
girl were comfortable—in case he might be there, 
she had seen Myra Burton come in with one of the male 
guests, which had set Sylvia wondering what Ted had been 

? Now, looking at him with a stiff smile, she had difficulty 
in controlling herself. The boy was so magnificent. Just 
seeing him tantalized her. She was hungering for his man- 

“But you would be much more comfortable here, Ted. 
she urged. “I won’t disturb you. My room is air- 
conditioned, and there’s a lovely bath. Come and look. 
She took him by the hand. 

As she showed him her pink bathroom, she wished 
she were under the shower and he were gazing at her Her 
passion was flaming. Nearness to big men affected her 
strongly. She glanced at herself in the mirror. She did 
not seem her age. As she turned back to Ted, one of her 
breasts brushed against his bare arm. “You would be so 
comfortable here, Ted,” she whispered huskily. You 
could sleep right through till tomorrow if you like. She 
couldn’t put it more plainly, she thought. What was wrong 

with him? , 

When Ted just smiled, her hopes soared. You re the 
only staff member to whom I’ve showed my little home, 
she told him, her green eyes pleading. She brushed an 
imaginary speck from his shirt. “That’s because l like 
you Ted. I want us to be real friends." She pressed her 
small palm against his chest. “My, you are warm, darling. 
Come on, be a good boy and let me get you to bed. 

A vision of what was expected of him floated into 
Ted’s mind. The old girl knew what she wanted, but he 
wasn’t going to be caught. He decided to flatter her up to 
the eyeballs. If he could make her feel there was a fu¬ 
ture for them, he would be able to break away. 

He gave her a charming smile. The twinkle in nis 
gray eyes was to let her dig that he understood her prob- 



90 


THE HOT KISS OF YOUTH 

lem and that he would help out later, “Listen, Syl,” he 
said with a smile curling his strong mouth, “I just don’t 
feel like anything at the moment. Honest, it would be 
better if I tumbled into my own place and had a good 
s eep. He took her by the forearms and held them 
gently, gazing down at her. Not bad for her age, he thought, 
as Mrs. Meredith’s anxious face melted into a soft and 
g amorous smile. Perhaps he would give her a toss one 
day -a good sleep will put me right,” he reassured her. 
you ” Were herC I d W ° rry 311 ttie tirne at * nc onveniencing 

“But you wouldn’t, Ted. I’d just love it." Ted’s kind 
words had put Sylvia on a cloud. “Really I would, and 
no one would ever know.” 

Ted shrugged and smiled. ‘Til take a rain check, Syl— 
when I’m not so sleepy. I’ll enjoy it more then. Eh?” He 

arched his brows suggestively. “I think it would be 
better.” 

Mrs. Meredith made like a good sport. She reached up 
and gave Ted a peck on the cheek. “I suppose you’re 
right doll. So off you go.” She laughed nervously. 

know ” bef ° re 1 631 y ° U ' Im 3 reaI ° ,d dra S° n ’ y° u 

Don’t worry,” Ted said pleasantly, “I like dragons, 
particularly when they’re like you.” If that didn’t regis- 
ter “ th f romance department, he thought, nothing would. 

You’re a sweet boy, I’m so glad I found you.” Mrs. 
Meredith’s years seemed to have miraculously slipped 
away. This boy was really good for her, she thought. 

It seemed like the beginning of a king-sized romance. 

A bright thought occurred to her. She had noticed 
Ted and Chns had not been exchanging smiles that morn¬ 
ing at breakfast. “Ted,” Sylvia said, “would you like me 
to ask Chris to look in to see if you want anything? I’m 
sure she would.” Sylvia Meredith gave Ted a guileless 
smile, her eyes watching his face closely. 
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“No, please don't,” Ted said with sudden insistence. 
“I just want to be alone.” 

So they were on the outs, Sylvia thought. Her content¬ 
ment swelled. They had to be or he would have jumped 
at the opportunity. He had probably tried to make Chris 
and she had turned him down. Well, there was one girl 
who wouldn’t, Sylvia reflected as she watched Ted’s re¬ 
treating figure, and that girl was Mrs. Meredith, an old 
bag with a young heart—and not so old, really. 

After Ted had gone, Sylvia felt suddenly depressed. 
She hated waiting for anything. She had soared to fever 
heat. If she did not do something about it she would be¬ 
come hysterical and start blasting off at the staff. She 
jammed her eyes dosed and snapped her fingers. After 
one of those moods when she had made such shocking 
scenes, she always wanted to die of shame. The doctor 
had some special pills. But the hell with pills, she thought. 
There was a better way. 

Having locked her door carefully behind her, she hur¬ 
ried around to the kitchen door where Prince was sunning 
himself in company with a couple of cats. 

“Come on. Prince,” she said, “we’re going for a walk.” 

I, I «he laughed as the dog roused himself reluctantly, which 
meant that Ah Ling had not put out the leftovers from 
lunch, and she rubbed his glossy head. “I'll see you get 
your lunch, you old scoundrel. A walk will give you an 
■ appetite. You’re getting fat and lazy like me.” 

Sylvia set off at a brisk pace, the dog running ahead. 
Walking was one of Sylvia’s favorite pastimes. Walking 
stimulated her thin kin g. Usually when she took these 
afternoon jaunts she thought of her investments, how she 
could bring more business to the hotel, and where she 
would go when she retired. This afternoon her thoughts 
were about Ted Jenkins. They became dreams. As such 
they challenged her to bring them to reality. The ro¬ 
mantic side of her was insisting a wonderful relation¬ 
ship could happen, but the practical, middle-aged woman 
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miod kept asking how and when. Was the boy really 
tired, or had he been just pretending? If he had really 
wanted what she offered, and she had made it very plain, 
he would have stayed. But he hadn’t. Yet he had been 
so warm and friendly. Remembering the look in Ted’s 
eyes as he had explained how he felt, she flushed. 

At the entrance to Bill Sedden’s stables, she stopped 
and remembered why she had wanted to take this walk. 
But damn Bill Sedden. He was a louse, Sylvia frowned, 
and called to Prince already ambling toward the stables. 
No more Bill Sedden, she thought. She wouldn’t need 
him any more if-— Her mind shuddered. There wouldn’t 
be any if. 

She strode on briskly. A little farther down the road 
she smiled. The Jenkins boy had not wanted Chris to 
come to see him as Sylvia had suggested. He had not 
been fooling, either. He bad sounded angry. All to the 
good, Sylvia thought. 

When she came to a grassy mound, her favorite spot 
for a rest, she sat down and lit herself a cigarette. The 
snn was warm on her body. She liked the smell of the 
grass and the lulling noises of the country. How happy 
she could be living like this with a real romance to sat¬ 
isfy her emotions, she mused. It was hell being lonely 
and surrounded by people. When her cigarette was fin¬ 
ished, she lay back spreading her legs and arms to let her 
body soak up the sun. If only she were a few years 
younger. It was torture to have a young mind and an old 
body. She ran her fingers slowly down her stomach. That 
bulge. If only she could rid herself of it. 

Her mind veered back to Ted, and it was not long be¬ 
fore her thoughts began to inflame her afresh. With a lit¬ 
tle cry of irritation, she sprang up and set off up the hill 
at a brisk pace. When she reached the white-painted, old- 
fashioned five-bar gate at the entrance to the riding sta¬ 
bles, she turned in, still hurrying. So it would have to 
be Bill, she thought. She could not wait. If she did not 
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find the relief she wanted, she would be a nervous wreck. 
Her nerves were jittering already. In her imagination she 
could hear herself screaming, Ted must not ever hear her 
scream, she promised herself* He would never approach 
her again. 

She skirted the first of the big white bams where Bill 
kept his riding horses, and she pushed open the small 
wicket door of the smaller building. Bill used the harness 
room in the far corner as an office. It had a couch, 

Sylvia closed the door quietly behind her and stood 
for a moment in the cool of the semidarkness. The air 
was heavy with the odor of hay and manure, and the 
saddle soap Bill used to clean his leather. She sniffed, 
and her sensual desire grew. The smells of a stable bad 
always excited her, even when she had been a small girl. 
Her fust infidelity after her marriage had been with a 
groom in a fashionable riding stable. 

She was quivering with excitement as she walked noise¬ 
lessly between the tall stalls toward the harness room* 
The hay piled in the open loft smelled delicious. As a 
child she had been wild about hayrides. Her heart 
thumped* People talked about a roll in the hay. That was 
what she had come for. She stopped instinctively as a 
wave of passion struck her, and she stood with her hands 
clasped, gasping for breath. She had never been so hot. 
Ted had done something to her, I mustn’t think of him as 
a boy, she thought, just because Fm older than he. When 
you’re in bed together, age doesn’t matter. 

She made her trembling legs go forward. The tips of 
her swollen breasts were burning, and her lips were 
quivering with anticipation. She was glad she had Bill. 
A louse he certainly was, but he was useful. 

Then she saw him, and barely succeeded in stifling the 
cry that rose from her suddenly contracted throat. There 
he was, in a pile of hay in the stall nearest the harness 
room. However, he had a partner whose face Sylvia could 
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not discern. AH Sylvia could make out were the wom¬ 
an’s thighs, and hear the moans of pleasure. 

For a moment Sylvia, stood staring. She felt dizzy. The 
stinker—after all she had done for him. Her thoughts 
ran slowly through her shocked mind. What will I do? 
What? She tried to pull her eyes away but the action of 
the couple’s love-making was hypnotic. As she watched, 
her anger gradually subsided. Here was a new experi¬ 
ence. She had often wanted to watch—but why did Bill 
have to do it now when she wanted him? 

Sylvia smothered a hysterical titter and turned away. 
She tiptoed guiltily past the row of stalls, trembling at 
every step in case she was discovered. Finally reaching the 
wicket door, she breathed with relief. 

Prince was waiting outside. He began prancing around, 
wagging his tail, delighted at finding her. 

“Come on, Prince, old boy,” Sylvia said gently. “We’re 
not wanted here.” 

As she slowly mounted the hill, Sylvia was surprised to 
find her desire had left her. She did not even want to 
scream any more. Remembering the view of Bill she had 
had, she began to laugh. He really did look funny. If 
men only knew how ridiculous they appeared. 



IT was past dinner time when Ted awoke with a guilty 
start. He dressed quickly and hurried over to the hotel. 
Ah Ling, finishing up in the kitchen, said Mrs. Meredith 
had given instructions Ted was not to be called. Bill Sed- 
den had fetched the new guests and the two boys who 
were to take over Ted’s tables, and Tessie and Chris had 
managed dinner very well. 
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Ted set out to walk back to his cabin. He did not want 
to talk to Mrs. Meredith or Myra Burton. This was the 
danger hour when the guests sat around in the lobby and 
partners were picked for the night. 

No one was going to pick him, Ted thought. Perhaps 
he would quit. He could use the money but it wasn’t all 
that important. Frowning, be hunched his shoulders in sud¬ 
den dejection. He thought of Mrs. Meredith. She was 
after him. Sex was one of his weaknesses but he would 
reserve his for the juniors. He was too old to appreciate 
lus redheaded employer. 

A light in Chris’s cabin reminded Ted there was some¬ 
thing he wanted to say to that snooty broad. As well 
now as any time. There were a few things she should 
know. 

He knocked at the door. There was no answer. He 
waited for a little while, and banged harder, 

Chris’s voice said, “Who is it?” 

“Me,” Ted said. 

“Who’s me?” 

He was sure she knew who it was, so he said in a sharp, 
irritated tone, “Ted—Ted Jenkins.” 

“What do you want?” 

“I want to talk to you.” Ted was not quite sure now 
what he was going to say but he wanted to see her desper¬ 
ately. He felt like breaking the door down if she did not 
open up. 

“I don’t want to talk to you,” came the voice from 
the other side of the door. “Please go away.” 

“But I want to talk to you. Open up.” 

There was a slight pause. Then Chris said, “I can hear 
you. What is it?” 

Ted rattled the rickety brass handle. “Open that door. 
I’m not going to hurt you.” 

“Really, how interesting,” Chris said sarcastically. 
“I’ll open in a minute. You don’t mind if I put some¬ 
thing on, do you?” 
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Whatever she was doing took a long time. Ted 
squinted round the side of the cabin to see if she had 
climbed out of the window. He lit a cigarette and paced 
nervously up and down the tiny porch. He hoped nobody 
from the hotel was watching. 

Finally Chris appeared. She was wearing a pinkish 
sports outfit with some kind of blue trimming. The skirt 
was short and tight, flattering her figure and her superb 
legs that seemed healthier than ever. Ted forgot his anger 
for a moment. For the first time it seemed to him she 
had a built-in bedsome look, but her solemn face was 
making it plain her bed was not for him. 

“Well, what is it?” she said, Her eyes were bland, as 
if she were meeting a process server. 

“Let’s sit down.” Ted motioned to the day bed on the 
porch. “I want to talk to you." He wanted to take her 
in his arms. He wondered if she would scream blue 
murder. 

“I’ll stand, thank you. It won’t take long. I’m sure.” 

They stared at each other for a moment. He thought 
she looked more mature, as if she had armored herself 
with age against him. In her present mood she was un¬ 
touchable. He was glad he had not tried, He wanted her 
suddenly and felt hopeless about it. Just being near her 
had revitalized his sex. What an idiot he had been the 
night before, he thought. 

Chris was regarding him impatiently, 

Ted blurted, “I’m leaving here tomorrow. The new 
help’s arrived. Before I go, I—” he hesitated, trying to 
make his flushed face smile— “well, I want to apologize. 
That’s all.” 

“Apologize for what?” Chris sounded genuinely sur¬ 
prised, which hurt him some more. 

“For being such a mutt last night. I have no excuse 
except—well, I was tired, and I kind of didn’t dig.” 

“Oh, that? There’s no need to apologize. I’ve forgotten 
all about it.” 
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“But I want to apologize. I want to.” 

“So apologize if it makes you feel any better.” Her 

voice was mocking. 

Ted moved a step nearer. She backed away. He had 
never imagined she could be so cold. As he surveyed her 
unhappily, he thought of that night by the lake when they 
had been together under the tent dress. Those lovely white 
breasts he had kissed, the caresses she had returned. 

“And there’s something else,” he said huskily. “I want 
to go on being friends. Let’s clear up this misunderstand¬ 
ing and carry on as we were before.” 

“Thank you, no. I don’t think it’s wise for a girl to have 
summer friends, and please don’t quit your job because of 
me. Mrs. Meredith thinks very highly of you and I’m 
sure you’ll make plenty of friends in your new position as 
social director, so there will be no need to associate with 
a waitress.” 

Her sauciness goaded Ted’s maleness. She was asking 
to have her bottom slapped. How dare she cut him oS 
for one mistake, he thought. With any other dame he 
wouldn’t have cared, but Chris was something extra. He 
was tom between anger and desire. 

“Have you finished?” he asked with heavy sarcasm. 

Chris seemed angry for the first time. If she became 
angry enough and they had a real screaming fight, Ted 
thought, they could make up and he would probably make 
her. Some gals were like that. If she started to scream, he 
would just push her in the cabin and close the door. 

“I suppose so.” She sounded unhappy and awkward. 

He ran his eyes down her. 

Realizing what he was doing, she made a movement 
toward the door. “Good night, Ted,” she said without 
glancing at him. “I hope you are satisfied.” 

Ted grabbed her wrist. She thought he was going to 
try to kiss her. 

“If you touch me,” she said in low, tense tones, “I’D 
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scream the place down. You’ve no right to be here any¬ 
how. You know that. It’s against the rules.” 

Ted scoffed. “It was against the rules for you to come 
to my cabin, wasn’t it7 So I saved you from breaking 
them. Scream if you like, but you’re going to listen to 
me.” 

Chris struggled. “Let go of my hands.” 

Ted gripped her wrists tighter. “You can still hear, 
can’t you?” 

She tried to pull herself free, and then stared at him 
coldly. “So what is it?” 

“lust this, Chris. First, I’m not quitting. I’m staying 
right through to the end of the summer. And do you 
know why I am staying? To be near you, because I like 
to see you around and because I want to show you I’m 
not what you think I am.” He stopped and cleared his 
throat. “Perhaps I love you. I don’t know, but I'll find 
out, and so will you. Get that straight, and I’m sorry I 
upset you about the other night. I’ve been kicking my¬ 
self ever since.” He released her, and stood staring at her, 
his hands on his hips. 

He vaguely expected her to relent. She might even put 
her face up to be kissed. If she did he would not hesi¬ 
tate. He was fully roused. Instead, Chris leaned against 
the wooden wail and stared across at the black silhouette 
of the hotel. 

“Well, Chris,” he asked finally, “what do you think?" 

She turned her face to him. “Do you really want to 
know?” 

“Of course I do. I wouldn’t have asked if I didn’t." 

Then 111 tell you. I think you have a hole in your 
head—I think you’re a pig with a hole in its head—and 
I’m glad I found out in time. Good night.” 

The door slammed in his face. The key turned 
harshly. 

Ted headed for the bar in the big, barnlike building 
adjoining the hotel where the combo played Friday and 
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Saturday nights. He was in a high dudgeon and his de¬ 
termination was rock-hard. If Chris Thompson were the 
last girl on earth, he would make her. Over his second 
drink though, his mood softened. He loved the girl He 
was almost sure about that. And she must like him a 
little* or she wouldn’t trouble to be so bitchy. 

Someone began to bang at the piano and two couples 
took the floor. The pianist, a tall dark woman with her 
hair in a pigtail, knew her music. Soon the bar was 
empty. Everyone seemed to be dancing. 

Ted felt his shoulders jiggling to the rhythm. As social 
director whose job was to start the next morning, he was 
supposed to initiate festivities. He glanced up the length 
of the bar. A slim, middle-aged woman who looked like 
a schoolteacher was drinking alone. She was a quiet 
little thing with a pale, moon face and her hair slicked 
back. No temptation there, he decided as he walked over, 
introduced hims elf and asked her if she would like to 
dance. _ - ■ - - - - - - 

She accepted with an eager smile. To his surprise she 
danced beautifully. She was a feather in his arms, and in¬ 
stantaneously responsive. Her name, she said, was Rhona 
Williams. When Ted complimented her on her dancing, 
she positively glowed. Ted had the impression she had 
suddenly come to life. The brown dress, a trifle too 
large for her, suddenly did not matter any more. She 
would be about thirty-five, he judged, and although her 
smooth pale face was innocent of wrinkles, she was typi¬ 
cal of the nondescript maturity that affects some women 
of that age. She told him she had been a ballet dancer 
and now conducted a small school in a suburban settle¬ 
ment. 

“It’s rewarding work,” she conceded with a gentle 
smile, “but being alone is terribly dull.” Her big dark 
eyes sauce red plaintively as they looked into his. Then 
she said, “I came here for company, but it doesn’t look 
promising at the moment. Everyone seems to be booked.” 
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Her smile widened. “Not that I haven’t been proposi¬ 
tioned, but always by the most impossible creatures.” 

Ted told her he was starting as social director and he 
would see she was included in the activities. He wanted 
to tell her that if she took some pains with her appear¬ 
ance, she might enjoy herself more. 

Suddenly as they were dancing she pressed herself 
against him, and squeezed his hand significantly. Her eyes 
sent him an unmistakable signal. “I hope you’ll have 
time to dance with me some more,” she said, a dreamy 
expression on her face. “This is such fun.” 

“I’m sorry I’m not a better dancer,” Ted replied. “I 
never had time to learn.” 

You re good enough. I could give you some lessons if 
you like. I used to teach ballroom dancing. There’s not 
much demand for it now, but there are a few little tricks 
I know.” 

Ted was scanning the dance floor. He felt drawn to¬ 
ward this pathetic, friendly little thing. They were danc¬ 
ing smoothly enough, but some of the other couples were 
putting up lamentable performances. 

“Looks as if there are a few people here who could 
use some dance lessons,” Ted said conversationally. He 
was thoughtful for a moment. Then he said, “How would 
you like to give lessons here? We could put up a notice 
and see what happens. Then you would meet a lot of peo¬ 
ple. You would like that, wouldn’t you? I’ll talk to Mrs. 
Meredith about it. She’s out for anything to keep things 
going. She says that once people start to sit around doing 
nothing at these places, they start thinking of going 
home.” 

She nodded. “I would love it. I brought some pretty 
dresses with me but 1 just haven't the incentive to wear 
them for nothing. I’m funny that way.” 

They stopped off to talk to the pianist. The tall, angular 
woman said she would love to play for the lessons. She 
insisted she never tired, and that playing the piano was 
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part of her vacation. With pride she showed her mem¬ 
bership card from the Musicians Union. 

The woman struck another swinging tune. As Ted be¬ 
gan a fast step, he started and almost froze. Chris had 
appeared and was radiantly attractive in tight white 
slacks and sweater. Beside her, in a yellow turtle-neck 
sweater and jodhpur pants, was the mustached Bill Sed- 
den. As Ted glowered momentarily, Bill led Chris on to 
the dance floor and they began to dance cheek to cheek. 
The man danced like a lounge lizard, Ted observed. His 
loathing for the guy increased. 

Rhona Williams noticed the change in Ted. She 
clutched him comfortingly and molded her pliant body 
against his. Looking up, she said, “What is it, Ted? Any¬ 
thing wrong? I’U swear you turned green for a moment.” 

"Nothing much,” Ted lied with an attempt at a grin. 
“My foolish stomach—Last night was rough.” 

He guided Rhona near Chris and Bill. Chris waved 
gaily. "Isn’t the music terrific?” she said. “I didn’t know 
they had dancing here in the middle of the week. Is this 
your doing, Mr. Social Director?” 

Before Ted could answer, she had turned back to her 
partner and it seemed to the disconsolate Ted that she 
was giving the man with the mustaches a particularly 
warm smile. Ted’s face hardened. Chris was probably try¬ 
ing to make him jealous but she was playing with the 
wrong guy. Tessie had told him plenty about Bill Sedden. 
Everyone knew he was Mrs. Meredith’s hired boy. 

Ted and Rhona returned to the bar, She insisted on 
buying him a drink. Encouraged by Ted’s attention, she 
began to talk animatedly. Ted listened. All he could think 
of was what Sedden might be up to with Chris, and what 
he, Ted, could do to stop it. There was nothing, of course, 
without making an idiot of himself. 

“You’re awful far away, brother,” said the dark girl. 
"Who are you with?” She lit a cigarette and inhaled, then 
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expelled a long narrow shaft of smoke, “It’s not exactly 
complimentary but I don’t mind. We all have our trou¬ 
bles,” 

Ted turned to her with a forced smile, “Sorry, For¬ 
give me. I was just thinking.” 

Rhona put a small smooth hand with pink enameled 
nails on his. “About the blond girl who just came in with 
the man in the yellow sweater?” 

Surprised at her perspicacity, Ted nodded. “How did 
you guess?” 

She laughed. Before answering, she threw back her 
head and passed her hands backwards over her smooth 
dark hair, Ted was aware suddenly that her skirt was 
pulled up, displaying a pair of legs that, while a trifle 
thick at the calves, were pleasantly attractive. But he 
was sure the girl had arched her body to give promi¬ 
nence to her small, well-shaped bosom, 

“I don’t know,” she said in a soft, intimate voice 
sprinkled with amusement, “I just know these things. But 
don’t worry. She’s got her head screwed on the right 
way,” She shrugged, and the comers of her wide mouth 
curled in an intimate smile, “And if she hasn’t, you’ll never 
know what you missed. That’s what my husband always 
says,” 

“You’re married and you take your vacation alone?” 
Ted arched his brows. He was glad of a chance to change 
the conversation. It was dawning on him slowly that this 
girl was attractive. She was less like a little brown bird 1 
now. At any minute she might turn into a swan.. 

“I always do. Actually, husbandwise, life is one long 
vacation. He started telling me he did not feel like making 
love soon after we were married, and he still feels that 
way. We met when he was starring in the ballet and I was 
in the chorus. He’s a lot older than I am but we’re great 
friends.” Hie dark eyes shadowed. “It’s a funny thing. 
Every summer when I start out on my vacation I say to 
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myself I am going to have some fun* but Fm always too 
scared, so 1 go back as uaeomforted as when 1 came/ 1 
Ted sensed she wanted to talk out her troubles, so he 
said encouragingly, “Well, there's plenty of opportunity 
here, and there are a lot more people coming/' 

She nibbled her lip and stared thoughtfully at her glass. 
Ted watched her with growing interest. She put her hands 
to the back of her head and undid her hair so that it fell 
loose. The effect was startling. She looked like a wild 
kid. 

“There/' she said with a little laugh as she turned to 
him. “Now I feel like myself. I do my hair up every 
day and pretend to be formal, but I like it loose. I’m 
really crazy inside. As for the opportunities, well, Fm 
fussy about men, much as I want them. It's terrible to be 
that way, 1 know. Something I caught from my husband, 
I suppose. He’s so terribly fastidious/’ She nudged him. 
“Let’s have another drink and you can teU me about your¬ 
self.” 

Ted tactfully withheld details of his present trouble. 
They discussed a variety of subjects as people will over 
drinks. Ted told her about his job, his ambitions, and 
his first serious affair. She related her adventures on tour 
with the ballet, how she had danced in London, Paris 
and Copenhagen and how she had been married to her 
husband for a year before they had any relations. After¬ 
wards her husband had confided he had been having an 
affair with a young man. 

Ted was shocked and she laughed. “You have to be 
very understanding in the theater/' she said. “It wasn't 
anything serious. I suppose travel and the ballet sophisti¬ 
cates one. I just couldn't be jealous/ 1 

They were silent for a minute. When a thick-set man 
came lurching in and ordered a drink in a drunken voice, 
she held Ted's arm tightly and said, “Now Fm going to 
ask you a favor. Please don't think Fm going to try to 
seduce you/' She chuckled. “Fd like to of course, but 
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would you miad seeing me back to the hotel? That ape’s 
been after me ever since he arrived. He scares me.” 

As they left, the drunk swung round on his stool and 
cried, “Hey, man, what are you doing with my girl?” 

Ted felt Rhona’s hand stiffen in his. She quickened her 
pace, “I hope you don’t believe that,” she said anxiously. 

Ted said teasingly, “If he were sober, I might.” 

They lingered at the hotel door to discuss the details 
of the dance lessons, and shook hands as they said good 
night. He had made a good start as a social director, Ted 
thought with amusement as he hurried over to his cabin. 
If he wanted something attractive on the quiet, Mrs. Wil¬ 
liams was available. 

There were two people sitting smoking on the porch 
of Chris’s cabin. Ted’s heart almost stopped. For a mo¬ 
ment his feet seemed frozen to the ground. He had to 
make himself continue on his course. 

As he reached the steps leading up to his porch, Chris’s 
voice called out, “Good night, Ted. Sleep well.” 

“Thanks—you too,” Ted cried, and hurried in. He 
thought Chris didn’t have to be so blatant about that 
Sedden character. That guy had no more right sitting 
on her porch than Ted had. 

He stood for a moment in the middle of the tiny room, 
banging his fist into the palm of his hand. Why not go 
out and sit on his porch and play chaperone? She surely 
wouldn’t have the nerve to take Sedden inside while Ted 
watched. 

But he would not be so cheap. 

To hell with Chris, he thought, Sedden wouldn’t get 
any further than Ted had. 

Perhaps Bill Sedden would, though. 

If he did, Ted couldn’t care less, he told himself. 

But that was a whopping lie. He would knock Bill’s 
block off if he tried anything with Chris. The blonde was 
Ted’s girl, even if she were playing hard to get. 

He had found her first. 



Eleven 


THE anxiety and frustration became worse for Ted. 
Whenever he and Chris met, she smiled as sweet as 
honey. She spoke as if they were close friends. That 

was all. .. , . 

She would not date. She refused to discuss the prob¬ 
lem gn awing at him. At the first big Saturday night shin¬ 
dig in the dance hall Chris danced with Ted as impersonally 
as if he were a complete stranger. Even if she looked 
as if she enjoyed herself, she made him feel as if be 
were with an attractive piece of ice. 

She made him feel like a bad smell. 

Her whole purpose in life seemed to be to make Ted 
miserable. She had emotionally snarled him. He wanted 
her physically more than ever. He wanted a kind word. 
He thought about her as he arranged boat trips and hand¬ 
ball tournaments and set up the tables for the card 
games for the older folk. The nights were hell. He had 
avoided Sylvia at the risk of losing his job. But he knew 
he must not lose his job now. He had to stay close to 
Chris. 

Every day the girl became more remote and more 
desirable. When he saw her with Bill Sedden, Ted felt like 
murder. He began to feel like that all day. 

Every morning Chris waited on Ted at breakfast. Ev¬ 
ery morning she handed out a liberal portion of cold stuff 
behind die mask of a smile, and killed his appetite dead. 
He always headed for the dining room as hungry as a 
hunter, and he yearned for the kind word. He never had 
any luck. He smiled, kidded, growled, whispered—even 
pleaded. All he received was, “Yes, Mr. Jenkins,” or 
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No, Mr. Jenkins,” delivered with a provocative smite 
that shot arrows of misery into him. When he ap¬ 
proached her in the dance hall or at the lake, it was, 
No, Ted, certainly not. Please don’t waste your time." 

His determination grew. Girls did not change that fast 
he knew. Sure he had goofed, but she had played the 
woman scorned long enough, 

Ted drank a lot of beer nights after his work was 
finished. He was doing a good job as social director. 
Sylvia Meredith was so enthusiastic that she kissed him 
full on the lips. “I know you’re busy. Ted,” she said 
meaningly, “but we simply must get together one even¬ 
ing. You can’t work all the time.” 

Ted recognized the threat and kept his evenings full 
Mrs. Meredith was too much of a business woman to inter¬ 
fere. Sportsman’s Rest was packed. All the guests were 
staying their full time. Ted was doing an excellent job. 
Sylvia wanted him for a playmate but she was going to be 
subtle about it. There had to be a moment, she thought. 
Oddly enough, when things were going well, she did not 
feel so compulsively sexual. She had even lost three 

pounds. Only seven more to go and she would be just 
right. J 

The night that Chris had wandered off with Bill Sedden 
after turning Ted down flatly, he had cracked. He had 
followed the couple to the door and had seen Bill’s arm 
around Chris’s waist. Ted had watched them scramble in¬ 
to Sedden’s old Plymouth and drive off. 

. Ted . has "shed his fury-stiff self back into the build¬ 
ing. His heart had been pumping. Pain had knotted in his 
stomach. God, what could a man do, he thought now. If 
he had belted Sedden, Chris would have hated Ted still 
more. But she didn’t hate him, he knew by now. Of that 
e was sure. She was pulling a lousy female act so her 
hooks would sink more deeply in him. That had to be 
He pushed down two drinks, and followed with a third. 
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Then he heard a female voice at his elbow, soft as a silver 
bell. 

“More trouble, Ted?” Rhona Williams said as she 
wriggled onto the next stool. “Let me buy you one.” 

Hell, he thought behind the smile he automatically 
clapped on his face—caught again. His anger had made 
him lustful. Chris’s date with Sedden was an affront to 
Ted’s manhood, as if she were trying to castrate him and 
let everyone know what she was doing. Well, he would 
show her. When he found the chance, he would let her 
know what a real man was. 

Now his body was reminding him of its physical needs. 
Better make sure you are a man, his body seemed to 
say. 

“Thanks, I accept,” he said to Rhona through his tight 
lips. “I’ll take that drink, but then let’s get out of here. 1 
want some fresh air or something.” 

Rhona smiled. She was youthful and charming in a 
green, short-sleeved dress that revealed a shape he had not 
noticed before. Her dark hair rippled in a luxuriant cascade 
over her shoulders. And she really did have breasts, set 
high and firm, he saw. What a difference clothes could 
make, he thought. 

“Will I pass, sir?” she said. 

“With honor grades,” he said, wanting to put his arms 
around her. Instead he gave her thigh a gentle squeeze. 

He was amused when she said, “Thank you, Ted. You 
mi gh t not believe it, but it’s been a long time since any¬ 
one has remembered I have legs. I almost forgot myself.” 
She laughed. “I suppose clothes really do something for a 
woman. It took me quite a time to summon up courage to 
wear this dress tonight. If I hadn’t seen you at the bar, I 
think -1 would have run straight back to my room and put 
on something else.” 

Ted smiled broadly. She was appealing to him strongly. 
‘Tell me one thing , Rhona,” he said, “has anyone told 
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you you’re beautiful today?” He squeezed again. “Now 
be truthful.” 

The dark saucers of her eyes grew bigger, sparkling 
with pleasure. “Of course not, silly. Who would? Here or 
anywhere else?” 

“Then allow me to be the first for the day,” Ted said 
warmly. “You are beautiful, Rhona. You’re really lovely." 

The little ballet dancer made a comical expression. Her 
pursed lips whistled. The dark arches of her brows ele¬ 
vated and a dimple Ted had not noticed before danced on 
her cheek. “Too bad you have to say it here, Ted,” she 
replied with a slow, pleased smile. “I can’t reciprocate as 
I would like to. Can I?” 

“Depends how you would like. But don’t do any¬ 
thing extra. Just keep on being yourself.” 

Her fingers twined into his under the bar. “You make 
me feel like two of myselves—the little brown mouse 
caged by a career and a husband, and the crazy little 
dreamer dancing in the purple clouds. I do dream, you 
know, but dreams don’t often come true.” 

Ted drained his glass. “Shall we dream, then? We've 
finished our drinks. Let’s go.” 

She held her small chin in her hand. “I feel like danc¬ 
ing. I dream best when I’m dancing. I’m a little crazy 
tonight.” 

“You want to dance?” Ted swung around, scanning the 
sparsely populated room. “There’s no pianist.” 

“Not that kind of dancing. I feel like throwing off every¬ 
thing and dancing alone. I do that sometimes at home, 
and I go until I’m exhausted.” 

Ted took her arm, “Let’s forget the dancing for the 
moment and take some fresh air.” She was a little high, 
which was all to the good, he thought. 

He gave her a little push and she cried out in mock 
protest, “Don’t rush me, please, or you’ll spoil my chore¬ 
ography and everything else. You know what that is, don’t 
you?” 
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“Something to do with dancing, isn’t it?” This was a 

weird one, Ted thought. ■ 

“Yes, but it’s also the road to dreamland, to the magic 
forest where bodies merge in the perfume of eternal 
spring and two souls join in the dance of life. An ec¬ 
static expression formed on Rhona’s face. She clasped 
her hands as if in prayer and said dreamily, “We need 
music and color and the great vibrations of nature’s or¬ 
chestra.” She turned to Ted. “You remind me of a young 
tree growing in the forest, and I am the rain that nourishes 
you. Oh, if you could only understand. How happy we 

could be.” . ,, , 

Nutty as she was, and even if he could not malce a 

noise like a tree, Ted’s intention did not swerve. This 
was woman, he thought. He was a man. She was beautiful. 
Her mature womanliness had roused him. Even if he did 
not dig choreography and terpsichore and all that jazz, 
there was something they could do together. 

His pulses were thumping and his heart seemed to be 
pumping his boiling blood to the pit of his stomach. This 
one wasn’t going to escape, he promised himself. 

They had reached the door when he saw Sylvia Mere¬ 
dith approaching. 

“Hi, Ted—hi, Mrs. Williams,” she cried, a snap of disap¬ 
pointment in her voice. “Anything going on in there? I 
was just coming to loosen up—and now you’re going 
away.” 

Mrs. Meredith appeared unusually youthful and alert. 
Her weight reduction was beginning to show even at a 
casual glance. Only her overmuscled legs shod in extrava¬ 
gantly high heels gave away her maturity. She was one of 
those women, Ted thought, who wore high heels on the 
beach. She probably slept in them. 

“Nothing much, Syl," Ted replied casually. “A spot of 
drinking, and there’s a card game. Most of the people filed 
into the movies.” 

Mrs. Meredith surveyed them with a half smile. “And 
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where are yon two going?” she asked. Her eyes searched 
0oe *hen the other as if trying to read them, ‘"Surely 

you're not turning in so early,” 

Rhooa answered in a smooth, unfaltering voice. “Oh, 
no, we’re going for some fresh air. It’s a little stuffy in 
there. If I don’t get some fresh air, I won’t sleep. We’ll 
probably be back,” 

Mrs - Meredith seemed disinclined to let them go. 
“How’s the dance instruction going, Rhona?” she asked* 
“I hear you’re wonderful. I think I must come and have 
some lessons.” She turned to Ted. “Have you taken any 
yet, Mr. Social Director?” 

Ted shook his head. Mrs. Meredith’s accusing gaze 
disconcerted him. “I’m afraid I haven’t had time,” he said, 

but I will. I’m here to work.” He yanked out a smile. 

Didn't you know that?” 

“I certainly do, Ted, and you’re doing a good job, but 

on t work too hard. Your little blonde is becoming lonely. 
You’ll be losing her if you don’t look out." 

Ignoring the catty thrust, Ted said with a disar min g 
gnn, “You know my motto—business before pleasure ” 

For a moment Sylvia Meredith looked far from gracious, 
but she contrived a smile as she said, “You’ll get along, my 
boy. The way you’re going, you’ll probably be a million¬ 
aire before you’re thirty.” The diamonds in her rings 
flashed as she motioned with her hand. “Enjoy yourselves 
people. I’ll buy you a drink if I’m here when you come 

back. I’ve got a business appointment with Bill but it 
won't take long,” 

Ted and Rhona strolled silently into the darkness. 

It was a perfect summer night. The purple sky seemed 
to be low over the hills as if weighed down by the bright 
diadems of the stars. There was the smell of fresh earth in 
the air. A soft wind brought the rich, damp perfume from 
the meadows and the sound of the rustle of the trees. 

Rhona’s hand tightened in Ted’s. “That woman’s after 
you, she said. “Did yon know that?” 
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Ted laughed. “Her? No, she’s too old.” He glanced at 
the pale silhouette of the face at his side, and the tension 
in him mounted. There was something mysterious about 
this woman. All at once she seemed young and completely 
different. 

“Darling, I know. I’m never wrong. I have second sight 
on some things,” Rhona insisted. 

They had reached the end of the path, Ted slipped his 
arm around her and said, “Let’s forget her, shall we, and 
think about us.” 

He had the impression, then, that she shivered. He 
heard her sigh, and he moved his hand up to fondle her 
breasts. Her tiny nipples hardened deliciously at his touch. 
They would be very pink, he thought. She halted and, with 
a deep, shuddering sigh, turned her lips up to his. As they 
kissed, her tongue foraged. 

“It has to be, lover,” she whispered huskily. “The introit 
has begun.” 

She was a little thing, and Ted had to bend down to 
embrace her. And she was completely screwy, Ted 
thought as he felt her pliant body move sensuously to his 
touch, but terrific. He began to stroke her but she pushed 
him away with a sobbing protest. 

“No, please no,” she whispered. 

Ted drew back. “What’s wrong?” he snapped. He stared 
angrily at the dark shadows of her eyes. She wasn’t going 
to pull a Chris on him, he thought. Rhona was married. 
She knew the score. 

“You’re making an earth thing out of me,” Rhona said. 
“You mustn’t. I’m a spirituelle—a wood nymph. I can’t 
explain it but I’m different.” 

Ted caught her roughly and grabbed what he had been 
stroking. He let her know he was not fooling. 

Rhona slid her arms around his neck. “I know I’m frail, 
like other women, Ted, but I’m different. Don’t let me be 
coarse like the others, please. 1 want you, but not this 
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way. I want you as my Dryad.” She reached up and ran 
the tip of her tongue across his lips. “Come to my room, 
and I’ll show you.” 

“That’s out. I work here.” 

“To yours, then.” 

“Worse still. It’s strictly forbidden,” 

Her voice sounded as if she were going to cry, “I want 
to dance, man. If I don’t dance, it’ll be like sin—and I 
mustn’t sin.” She broke away and tugged at his hand. 
“Come on. Dryad, I know a place. I rehearsed there the 
first day I came. Nobody ever goes there.” 

Ted followed her. She was plain crazy but nevertheless 
delicious. 

At the bottom of the hill where the road led to the lake, 
Rhona climbed a low stone wall, and set off ahead, 
dancing and skipping around toward a clump of trees that 
stood out like sentinels in the night. 

The trees were planted around a circular clearing, a 
good thirty feet in circumference. Ted found Rhona stand¬ 
ing in the center, peering at the sky through the leafy 
pattern of the treetops. 

“It’s positively heavenly,” she whispered. “So inspiring. 
Years ago the Indians probably danced here. It’s like some 
sacrificial grove the old Druids used.” She hugged herself 
and said in an enraptured husky voice, “Oh, darling, it 
sends me... Darling, I’m going away ,.. far away ...” 

Ted stared, fascinated. He caught his breath. She was 
ready for him. He took a step forward. 

“No, Ted, please, don’t touch me—not yet.” The fright¬ 
ened urgency in her voice stalled him. Of all the crazy 
cats, he thought. His mouth opened. 

He heard her say, “I’m going to dance, Ted. I must. 
Watch me and try to understand. Don’t violate me, dar¬ 
ling.” Her hands fluttered tragically. 

Ted stepped back. Rhona began to dance, bending and 
swaying, her body glowing as if it had been treated with 
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phosphorescence. She had a beautiful body, shapely, firm, 
sensuously graceful. If the thighs were shorter than some, 
they were not too muscular. Her legs were beautifully 
shaped. 

Ted knew nothing about ballet but he sensed she 
was good. Stepping out, swaying, skipping, posing, stretch¬ 
ing out her arms to him and turning with savage aban¬ 
don, she performed a series of flowing, graceful routines. 
As she danced, she seemed to take on a new ethereal 
beauty. Ted felt it was a crazy dream. 

Now Rhona was running around in a circle, her hair 
streaming out behind, her face turned toward him. 

Ted’s worries vanished. This was his party, he thought. 

She stopped suddenly and knelt on the grass in front 
of him, her arms outstretched. 

“Take me, man,” she whispered. “Dear Dryad, take 
your wood nymph to wife.” 

In a moment Ted was aware only of Rhona’s lovely 
body, the small bosoms heaving as she struggled for breath. 
The faint small of her perspiration had an aphrodisiac 
quality. He put his arms around her. He kissed the damp 
shoulders, the taut, full breasts. His hands explored hun¬ 
grily. She chuckled dreamily and locked her teeth in his 
shoulder. 

“It’s pure—oh, so pure, dear Dryad,” she whispered. 
“The dancing does it.” 

Ted wanted her intensely but she was such a new ex¬ 
perience that for a timeless moment he stared at her, his 
whole body wiry with tension. Part of him wanted to pro¬ 
long the sensation so he could enjoy every ounce of 
anticipatory pleasure. She seemed to have cast a spell over 
him. Was this fragile thing really stirred by her want of 
him? he wondered. 

Rhona quickly answered his doubts. In a matter of sec¬ 
onds they were entwined in the closest embrace. They 
writhed in frenetic bliss... 
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Later as they lay still, they kissed again repeatedly, and 
their bodies issued and answered the sultry challenges of 
Eros. In one of those sated intervals, Ted’s thoughts were 
elsewhere. If only this had been Chris so complacently 
here with him; if only he were kissing Chris’s lips; if only 
these were Chris’s strong thighs. 

Rhona stirred. As if she were aware of his wandering 
thoughts, her tongue saluted his lips. “I want you, darling,” 
she said simply. “I want you so much, dear Dryad...” 

It was a good two hours before they set off up the hill, 
their arms linked. As they came in sight of the hotel, Rhona 
spoke for the first time. “Thank you, dear,” she said. 
*Tm leaving tomorrow. You’ll never see me again. You 
must not.” She sounded tragic. 

Ted tightened his grip on her hand. “But you can’t 
leave. What about those dance lessons? What’s wrong?” 

“It’s just that it was so wonderful, Ted. I couldn’t bear 
to soil the memory of it by doing it again, and I know 
you’ll want to.” Rhona spoke as if she were deeply serious. 

Ted put his hands on her shoulders and turned her to¬ 
ward him. Looking earnestly into those big saucer eyes, 
he said, "Rhona, I want you to stay. I don’t want to spoil 
your vacation. These people need you here. I promise you 
Til never try again.” It was easy to promise that, he 
thought. There would be no more substitutes for Chris. 
To make it stick, he added gravely, “It will be hard, of 
course, but I feel the same way about it as you do—such 
things should be enshrined in our memories.” 

“Darling, how sweet of you. Then I’ll stay and we’ll 
just be great friends.” Rhona sounded relieved. 

Ted walked toward his cabin and .wondered how he 
could be such a ham to have said what he had, when he 
noticed the light on in Chris’s cabin. It was two o’clock. So 
she had been with that louse all this time, Ted thought. 
Perhaps Bill Sedden was still with her. 

Ted increased his pace. As he did so, the light van¬ 
ished as if it were telling him to get lost. Ted rushed 



THE HOT KISS OF YOUTH 


115 


into his cabin and banged the door. He had had it. To¬ 
morrow was another day, he told himself. Without switch¬ 
ing on the light, he threw his clothes on the floor and 
tumbled his exhausted body into bed. 

What a day. He thought resentfully of Chris. If Scdden 
had made her, Ted would flatten him, and never mind 
the consequences. Then Ted thought of Rhona, and he 
grinned. What an act she had put on. She probably did 
tile same with all the guys. But it had been good, Ted 
admitted. Hard to find anything better. You certainly met 
them in the mountains* 


In her cabin, Chris sat up in bed as she heard Ted’s 
door bang. She had had a miserable evening and had 
fought Bill Sedden off with everything she had. Finally she 
had jumped out of the car and footed it to the village to 
find Tessie for a ride back to the hotel. Chris felt lonely 
and miserable. She had done a lot of tfmking and had 
decided to wait up for Ted. 

After his door had slammed, she turned to the win¬ 
dow to confirm that Ted was really back. When the light 
in his cabin did not go on, she slouched back to bed in one 
of those moods that only come to a woman who feels that 
a certain man is every kind of a louse* 

All men were, in fact, she thought. 

On the other hand, if she could only think of a way to 
make up with Ted without humiliation, she would. On 
that note, she fell into an uneasy sleep. 


Twelve 


THE heat wave was there suddenly, broiling the sun- 
bathers and turning the woods to tinder. F'ue marshals 
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posted notices in the hotel urging visitors to be careful 
where they put lighted cigarettes and matches. One hotel 
nearby had been burned to the ground. 

The swelter kept the older folk indoors. The swimming 
pool was filled to capacity. No one played tennis or hand¬ 
ball. The drinkers drank more. Some sweated at the bar. 
Others took bottles to their rooms and drank naked in 
the ovens they had rented to escape from the city’s heat. 

Only the main rooms on the ground floor of Sports¬ 
man’s Rest were air-conditioned. Located as the hotel was, 
high above the surrounding countryside, there was rarely 
need for air conditioning. Usually the nights were cool. 

But for two days there had been no cooling evening 
breeze, and people were complaining they could not sleep. 
You didn’t expect such weather in the mountains, they 
said, and found only faint consolation that it would be 
worse in the city. 

It was the kind of heat that stirred sun-toasted bodies 
to strange and primitive longings: husbands who took 
after-lunch siestas with their wives experienced the urge 
to repeat ancient achievements; engaged couples became 
more ardent and petted more furiously; the unattached of 
all ages prowled restlessly, searching. Virginities and tem¬ 
pers were lost as the visitors flirted and quarreled. There 
had been two fist fights at the bar. The gossips were 
whispering that Myra Burton had had two men in as 
many hours. 

Sylvia Meredith was having one of her bad attacks. 
The hotel was an old wooden building and she worried 
about the risk of fire. She had drunk too much to soothe 
her nerves, and had been screaming at the staff all day. 
Ah Ling had threatened to quit, and Tessie had called 
Sylvia an old bag to her face. 

Pacing her apartment, a glass of liquor in her hand, 
a cigarette hanging from her underlip, Mrs. Meredith 
wanted sex. 

She wanted it in the worst way. How could she get 
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hold of T^d? It was nine o’clock, she thought. The boy 
would be in the recreation room. She could go and talk 
to him there, but she did not want to move. She had had 
a ridiculous row with Joe the barman before dinner, and 
she was still in a bad temper. Neither did she want to 
dress. 

Although she was only wearing a pair of green nylon 
panties and a matching bra and her green satin spiked 
pumps, and the air conditioning was still on, Sylvia was 
sweating. The idea of putting on shorts or a dress and 
stepping out into the hot night to go to the recreation 
room was horrible. 

She halted and nibbled her knuckles. She wanted Ted 
Jenkins. He worked for her, didn’t he? she thought. He 
had to come when she called. The office door was 
locked, so no one would see her. She picked up the inter¬ 
com phone on the registration desk. 

The barman answered. 

“This is Mrs. Meredith,” she said with hot loftiness. 
“Is Ted Jenkins there?” The barman put down the re¬ 
ceiver on the comer of the bar, and Sylvia could hear him 
calling Ted. 

Then the barman said, “No, he isn’t, Mrs. Meredith.” 

So she would call again in an hour, she told herself. 
If Ted were not there then she would go over and wait 
for him. She was frowning as she drained her glass and 
threw herself on the bed. She undid her bra and let her 
sharply pointed breasts fall free, but she knew that would 
not cool her off. She was full of woman heat. She could 
not remember when it had been so bad. 

Outside the heat pressed down on the mountains like 
a damp blanket. The throbbing soughing of the air con¬ 
ditioners in the rows of summer hotels and camps min¬ 
gled with the pulse beat of the traffic on the throughways. 
Even the music of the blaring dance bands seemed to 
have slowed to a sore-footed tempo. 

In her room on the fourth floor, Rhona Williams, 
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stripped to the waist, was exercising and perspiringly de¬ 
bating which of the male guests was most likely material 
for her next Dryad. 

Around the lukewarm pool, couples lay prone, chatting, 
necking and petting. Two girls who had been swimming 
in the raw walked palely naked into the nearby field, 
followed by two excited boys. Middle-aged nondescript 
males prowled like tomcats in the hotel grounds, peer¬ 
ing, hoping, Like everyone else, Chris was feeling the 
heat. She felt nervous and tired. She had only dated 
Bill Sedden out of pique. His clumsy attempts to make 
love to her had roused the animal in her but had dis¬ 
gusted the decent-girl part of her. She was frightened of 
Bill. The man physically attracted her much too strongly. 
If she dated him again, something might happen, she 
thought. This hot night her fears were doubled. 

The cabin was like an oven. Chris was lying on the 
bed, her arms and legs spread. The tiny oscillating fan 
by the screened window blew an occasional narrow shaft 
of cool air in her direction. She was perspiring damply, 
but there was heat inside her, a heat accompanied by a 
strange drawing pain that seemed to pump itself through 
her. 

Her lovely face frowned. Again she thought if only she 
could devise a way of making up with Ted without hu¬ 
miliating herself. She wanted him now. She wanted him 
to make love to her, to complete the business they had 
started together so happily. She stretched and sighed, 
turning her head from side to side on the damp pillow. 
What am I going to do? she thought. 

She felt ashamed of her weakness. She had never been 
like this before. Did other women suffer this way, or was 
it just her imagination? She sat up and stared outside. 
Not a soul in sight. No light in Ted’s cabin. If there 
had been she might have marched right over as she was. 

She laughed at her own thoughts. How foolish could 
you get? If only she could stop her min d from dwelling 
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on Ted Jenkins. If there were only someone else worth 
while. But she had to face it. There was not. She was 
lonely. During this stay in the country where she had 
come to escape from being used by a man, her womanly 
maturity had bloomed like a flower in the sun. “I 
wouldn’t mind,” she declared to herself aloud, “even if 
Ted gave me a child. Honest I wouldn’t." 

She knelt on her hands and knees on the bed, allowing 
the draft from the fan to cool her hot breasts. I’m a 
complete idiot, she thought. Supposing someone saw me 
in this ridiculous position. 

The knock on the door made her jump. Her heart flut¬ 
tered so much she could not speak for a moment. She 
stood in the middle of the tiny room, protectively shield¬ 
ing her breasts, and cried, “Who is it?" 

“Me, Tessie. Are you alone?" 

Chris laughed. “Right first time. Wait a minute.” She 
put a robe over her shoulders and opened the door. Tessie 
came bouncing in, one breast peeping as usual. She 
sounded breathless, as if she had been running. 

“I’ve got a double date, kid,” Tessie said. “Real sharp, 
too. How about it? Two old guys in a Caddy. They’re 
both loaded.” 

Chris shook her golden head. “Count me out, Tessie. 
I’m pooped.” When Tessie’s face clouded, Chris added 
kindly, “It’s awfully sweet of you, Tessie, but I just 
couldn’t tackle a date tonight.” 

Tessie’s doe eyes were grieved. “Couldn’t you really, 
Chris? I’m awfully broke. Mine said he would give me 
twenty-five dollars.” 

Chris stared at her. “Twenty-five dollars for just going 
out with him, Tessie?” 

Tessie laughed. “Yeah, but you got to deliver. Back 
seat stuff or a motel.” 

“Tessie,” Chris said, shocked. “You don’t really? You 
mean you—oh, Tessie.” 

Tessie stared at Chris as if she were some kind of 
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idiot. Then the younger girl hunched her shoulders and 
said without the slightest trace of embarrassment, “So 
what’s so bad about that? I only charge visitors. I got 
to get money somehow. 1 need clothes and things. I’m 
saving to go to New York to get a job.” 

Chris was horrified that this lovely, good-natured kid 
could sell her body so casually and not think it wrong. 
Tessie had a miserable home life, Chris knew. She re^ 
membered the ramshackle house, the slatternly woman 
Tessie had introduced as her mother, the h ulkin g brother 
who sat around the house drinking. Tessie was a sweet 
kid, Chns thought. It didn’t seem fair. Tessie’s manner 
indicated plainly she didn’t see anything wrong in what 
she was doing. Chris shuddered. If ever Tessie hit the 
big city, she would be on the one-way street to moral 
degradation. 

“Come on, Chris,” Tessie pleaded. “Be a sport. They’re 
both nice.” 

‘Tm sorry but I couldn’t,” Chris said. She paused, and 
added compulsively, “Don’t you know it’s wrong to do 
that for money, Tessie?” 

I don’t think so—as long as the guy’s nice, and you 
like it,” Tessie replied defensively. “I don’t take money 
from my friends, or anyone who works here. You ask 
Ted. He’ll tell you. He just bought me a few drinks, and 
we had fun.” 

Chris swallowed the scream that thrust itself from her. 
She said quietly, “That’s nice of you, Tessie. I’m sure he 
appreciated it.” 

Tessie giggled. She said with enthusiasm, “He’s good, 
t0 °—the best.” She tugged at Chris’s hand. “Come on, 
be a sport. We’U have a real cool time,” 

Sorry, Tessie, ’ Chns said sharply. “But I just can’t. 
Really, I couldn’t. Now run off and find someone else.” 

Tessie shook her chestnut hair and said with resigna¬ 
tion, “So I suppose I’ll have to take on the two of them. 
Gosh, I wish Mom didn’t get stoned so much, or she could 
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come and help me out.” She smiled and waved her hand. 
“Okay, Chris—got to rush, or they’ll think 1 chickened.” 

Chris locked the door. Ted and Tessie, the blond girl 
thought, and then her mind was momentarily stupefied. 
She wanted to cry but no tears came. She threw herself 
on the bed. She wanted to die. 

What could she do? The vision of Ted making love 
to Tessie formed in Chris’s mind—Ted fondling those 
big breasts... Ted running his fingers through that 
lovely mane of hair... Ted kissing those full sensual 
lips... Chris moaned. She bit her lips and dug her nails 
into the palms of her hands until she could bear the 
pain no longer. 

A thought emerged from her whirlpool of misery. She, 
Chris, was the cause of it all. Her stupid pride had driven 
Ted to Tessie. Chris had led him on and then withheld 
herself. "It’s all me,” she cried. "All me ... silly me ” 

She tried to console herself with the fact that men 
looked on sex differently from women. Sex for men was 
just like having a drink or something good to eat. Tessie 
had tempted Ted, of course. She was easy. You couldn’t 
blame a man when a girl invited him, Chris thought. 
Particularly an attractive piece like Tessie. But Ted 
couldn’t love Tessie, Chris told herself. 

The blond girl sat up suddenly. Supposing, she pon¬ 
dered, Ted did love Tessie who was carrying on with one 
man after another. Ted was the serious type underneath 
all his cheerful banter. How terrible if he really liked the 
girl. 

But it was not Chris’s business anyhow. As far as she 
was concerned Ted Jenkins was a perfect stranger. They 
had accidentally entered the same orbit a bare six weeks 
ago, but now they were a million miles apart, Chris con¬ 
sidered her situation glumly. She bad made a fool of her¬ 
self and been hurt. Next time she would know better. If 
there ever were a next time. 

She turned on the radio. Soon, in spite of the heat, 
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she was dozing. When there was another knock on the 
door, she sat up and smiled. It was past eleven. Why 
was she so popular tonight of all nights? She hoped Tes- 
sie had not come back with the two dates to try to per¬ 
suade her to join in the fun. Poor Tessie, Chris thought. 

Feeling strangely calm and restored, she slipped into 
her robe. “Who is it?” she asked. 

“It’s me—Sylvia,” said the voice from the other side. 
Chris opened, and Mrs. Meredith stepped in, appearing 
fresh and youthful. “I hope you don’t mind my disturbing 
you,” she said with a gracious smile. “I just couldn’t 
sleep, so I thought I would go for a ride to cool off. 
Like to come? It’s not much fun driving alone.” 

Chris considered for a moment, aware her employer 
was inspecting her. Instinctively Chris hugged the robe 
around her. 

Mrs. Meredith laughed disarmingly. “Don’t be shy, 
darling, we’re all of us made the same way, some better 
than others.” Her eyes glowed with approval. “You’re 
a beautiful girl, Chris. I wish 1 had your figure.” 

“What’s so bad about yours?” Chris replied pleasantly. 
“It’s lovely.” 

Sylvia Meredith nodded. “It’s okay except that it’s get¬ 
ting old. But I’ve done my best.” 

For a moment they gazed at each other, smiling. Chris 
was wondering if she would be as well-preserved as Mrs. 
Meredith, and the red-haired owner of the hotel was 
frankly envying the girl’s youthful vitality. There was 
something fresh and unspoiled about Chris. She migh t 
still be a virgin. 

This Sylvia wanted to ascertain for a very special rea¬ 
son. Chris was an important part of a plot Sylvia had 
hatched, but she had her own code of morality. If a girl 
were pure, Sylvia was not going to see her debauched. 
No one would ever say Sylvia Meredith was as low as 
that. But how to find out? You couldn’t just ask a nice 
girl a question like that, the hotel owner thought. 
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She smiled warmly at Chris. “Come on, dear, get some- 
thing on and we’ll have fun. There’s a good floor show at 
the Falls Hotel, and I know a nice place where we can 
go afterwards and dance. Who wants to sleep in this heat? 
We have two honeymoon couples on the third floor. I 
wonder what they do in this weather. I really ought to 
have the whole place air-conditioned, but it’s so expensive 
up here and the season’s so short.” 

Chris really did not want to go with Mrs. Meredith, 
but the girl was glad to have someone to talk to. There 
was a sprightliness in the older woman’s voice as if she 
were very young and gay all at once. Her smile was 

warmly genuine. n 

“Okay, I’ll come,” Chris said. “I’ll get something on. 
She freshened up quickly, fixing her blond hair in a long 
pony tail. 

“You look terrific,” Mrs. Meredith said. “Now teU me 
why you were hiding out all alone tonight.” 

“I just didn’t feel like going out,” Chris said with a 
smile. 

Mrs. Meredith chuckled. “I didn’t expect to find you 
alone. I thought Ted might be with you. I had made up 
my mind to knock twice, and leave it at that if you didn’t 
an swer. I’d hate to be a spoil-sport." 

Chris did not answer. She locked the door and fol¬ 
lowed her employer across the velvety grass to where the 
big white Cadillac stood in the driveway. 


The floor show at the Falls Hotel was excellent. Mrs, 
Meredith was well known there, and the host, an engaging 
young man with a Boston accent, immediately found Chris 
and Sylvia a table and announced the drinks were on the 
house. When the show started, the host brought over two 
other young men and sat with the women. 

Mrs. Meredith winked at Chris. “You see the attention 
I get when I bring a pretty girl with me? If I were 
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alone the men wouldn’t notice an old duck like me.” She 
had introduced Chris as her niece. After the show, all 
three men tried to date Chris. The host, whose name was 
Jack Denvers, was particularly attentive. In some way he 
reminded Chris of Ted. Before they said good night, he 
insisted on taking her name and telephone number. When 
Chris laughingly said she would not be staying long 
enough, Mrs. Meredith, showing signs of having drunk too 
much, shouted, “Don’t worry about her, Jack. Just call 
Auntie, and I’ll get her for you.” She winked suggestively 
and added, “Chris is a nice girl. I only let her out with 
boys I like.” She leaned over and pawed Jack’s shoulder. 
“You’re one of them, kid, so you’re in. Just come to 
Auntie Sylvia, I don’t take any commission.” 

Chris flushed. She felt it was time to return to the hotel 
but Mrs. Meredith insisted on driving to another bar 
where she seemed to be equally well known. The elab¬ 
orately furnished placed was crowded, Chris noticed there 
were a number of attractive girls sitting at tables alone. 

Mrs. Meredith then introduced Chris to a massive man 
in a white coat behind the bar. “Carlo, meet my pretty 
niece,” she croaked. “Take a good look at her, and when 
she comes in again, see that she gets the courtesy of the 
house.” 

The big man’s codfish eyes roamed slowly over Chris. 

I sure will, Syj, he said, ' Does the young lady know 
the rales?” 

“She knows everything,” Mrs. Meredith said quickly. 
“Now quit stalling and give us a drink.” Standing behind 
Chris, she winked at the man and said, “Has Ted been 
in tonight?” 

Carlo looked at her blankly for a moment. Then, see¬ 
ing she was nodding her head furiously and making 
signs, he said, "Sure he was in. He went off with some 
dame as usual.” 

Mrs. Meredith sighed as she picked up her drink. “Dear 
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Ted, he’s such a nice boy, but so wild. I’m afraid the 
girls will ruin him.” 

As they left the place she took Chris by the arm. “If 
ever you want a good date, that’s the place. All the best 
men around look in at Carlo’s. All of the girls are out 
for fun. I thought you’d like to see the place in case you 
ever want to step out.” 

“Thanks,” Chris said coldly. She hardly spoke a word 
on the way home. In spite of protests, Mrs. Meredith 
literally dragged the girl into the Meredith sanctum for 
coffee and doughnuts. 

Mrs. Meredith was showing signs of unsteadiness. Chris 
insisted on making the coffee. When she brought it into 
the living room, she saw that Mrs. Meredith had re¬ 
moved her clothing. The robe she had intended to put 
on lay on the floor. 

She smiled stupidly up at Chris. “Oops, sorry, darling, 
but it doesn’t matter, does it, since we’re both girls to¬ 
gether” She sat up unsteadily and said in a pathetic 
voice, “Help me, darling. You know, I think I'm squiffed. 
It must be the air conditioner in the car. It always makes 
me feel so funny.” 

Chris pulled the woman to her feet and draped the 
robe around Mrs. Meredith. She undoubtedly was stoned. 
Having settled her back on the couch, Chris put the cof¬ 
fee on the table. The sooner she made it back to her 
cabin, the better, Chris thought. There was something in 
Mrs. Meredith’s manner that made the blond girl feel un¬ 
easy. 

Then Mrs. Meredith looked at her with a fuzzy smile 
and said, “Honey, I’m going to be very frank with you. 
After all, we’re both women and we know what it’s all 
about,” Her voice slurred and her eyes glazed perceptibly. 
“Excuse my bad manners. Now what was I going to say? 
Oh, yes, I remember. It’s about a man, a nice man. Men 
are nice, aren’t they? They all got something we like, 
huh?” 
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Mrs. Meredith stared woozily at Chris. The older wom¬ 
an's wide mouth curled in a triumphant little smile. “I 
wanted to ask you something, darling.” She lay back on 
the pillow and dangled one hand over the edge of the 
couch- Chris was fascinated by the woman's hands. She 
found herself staring at them. Somehow, she thought, Mrs. 
Meredith did not deserve such beautiful hands. 

“Yes, darling,” Sylvia continued. “I have something to 
say to you and I want your advice. Honest to goodness 
advice. That's what I want.” She lolled back, tilted her 
bronzed head on one side and said in a languorous voice, 
“Ted Jenkins wants to go to bed with me. Do you think 
it would be wrong if I did?” 

Having delivered her bolt a trifle less tactlessly than 
she had intended, Sylvia Meredith concentrated on trying 
to read the younger woman's thoughts. 

A moment passed. 

The two women's gazes were fixed on each other. 

She’s clever, Sylvia Meredith was thinking. She’ll never 
tell me what she thinks. She wished she had drunk less. 

When Chris’s face seemed to blur, Sylvia repeated her 
question, “Do you think it would be very wrong? He 
keeps asking me,” 

4 l Mo, I don’t think so,” Chris said evenly, “It’s one of 
those things you have to decide yourself,” 

Sylvia giggled, Tm frightened, dear—really. He’s so 
terribly virile. Supposing he gave me a baby. These young 
men are so thoughtless,” 

Chris stood up. She was glad she could still paint a 
smile on her face. “That's your problem,” she said, “I 
couldn't help you there.” 

Mrs. Meredith nodded, “Yes, I suppose I’ll have to be 
careful I suppose you’re always careful, too, aren't you* 
darling?” 

Chris gazed at her employer wide-eyed. She arched her 
blond brows and said with an attempt at an innocent 
smile, “Me, I don’t have to be careful,” She paused. 
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Then, without troubling to hide the cold fury in her eyes, 
she said in an outraged tone, “I don’t go with men, Mrs. 
Meredith. I prefer to wait until I’m married.” 

The blond girl’s hand trembled as she finished her cof¬ 
fee. She had never despised a woman as much as she 
did her employer. 

As for Ted Jenkins, Chris bad no words for him. 


Thirteen 


LIKE the other guests at Sportsman’s Rest, Myra Burton 
suffered from the heat but she knew what to do about it. 
She ted also made a discovery, and a decision, closely 
related. 

She was through with promiscuity. Not because she was 
tired of being talked about, which she rather enjoyed, but 
because hunting for men was a waste of time and so fre¬ 
quently ended in disappointment. What had happened was 
that she had found her ideal playmate. He was exceedingly 
male and satisfyingly virile, ruggedly handsome and differ¬ 
ent, not only in his approach, but in his dress and general 
attitude toward life. 

In her room this broiling night, Myra’s new love fanned 
her with a circular Japanese fan. He reminded her of a 
horse with an oversized mustache. And he smelled of 
horse, too. It was an exciting odor, she thought. 

“I’ll be generous to you, darling, if you do right by me," 
she whispered to her perspiring caballero. She wriggled and 
patted his face and said warningly, “But don’t double- 
cross me. If you do, I swear I’ll kill you.” She laughed, 
showing her fine sharp teeth. “When I’ve finished with 
you, oh..Her voice was suddenly husky with passion. 
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“You sexy crumb, I could almost love you. Come on, 
poopsie.. 

Bill Sedden nodded and did as she wanted. At a hun¬ 
dred bucks a kick, this was almost a career. What he did 
not know as he applied himself ardently to the task was 
that he was giving the attractive woman clawing at him 
so passionately a double measure of satisfaction. Had he 
known, he might have raised the ante. As she greedily 
extracted every inch of pleasure from their encounter, My¬ 
ra Burton was gleefully congratulating herself on having 
literally signed Sylvia Meredith’s boy friend to an exclu¬ 
sive contract. She would see to it that he kept his end of 
the bargain. There wouldn’t be anything left for Sylvia, 
the Burton woman thought. 


Bill was strolling back through the summer night to his 
riding school and pondering on his good fortune. He was 
wondering, too, what Sylvia would do if she found out 
about Myra when Prince came bounding up, wagging his 
tail. Bill rubbed the dog’s head and said, "What you doing 
out so late, boy? Time you were in bed. Better get home.” 
Instead of obeying, Prince ran ahead as if on a mission. 

Bill halted and scratched his ear. Sylvia must be around 
somewhere, he thought. She often took a walk at night. 
She was the last person be wanted to meet in his present 
debilitated condition. The dog had stopped a few yards 
away and was obviously waiting for him. So Prince was 
probably romping around on his own, Bill surmised. He 
quickened his step and began to whistle a tune. 

When he reached the entrance of the riding school. 
Prince was nowhere in sight, but when Bill approached 
the side door that led to his sleeping quarters, the dog was 
waiting. Bill opened the door, and the dog preceded him 
in, the tail wagging excitedly. Probably after a rat. Bill 
decided. 

There was a light burning in the harness room. Bill 
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halted. He was sure he had turned all the lights out when 
he left. Someone had been here, he thought. Whoever it 
was might still be here. He opened the door cautiously and 
peered in. 

Sylvia Meredith in green shorts and halter was sitting m 
the old armchair. Bill groaned inwardly. He felt as if he 
were tied to the tracks and about to be run over by a 
train. 

“Hi, Syl,” he said as casually as he could manage. 

“What gives?” , Ti . 

Mrs. Meredith smiled wearily. “It was so hot, so I took 
a walk. You’re awful late. Where have you been? She 
eyed him suspiciously. 

Bill took a chance. Whenever he had lied to Sylvia Mere¬ 
dith, she had found out and given him hell. She seemed 
to know everything. But this time it was absolutely neces¬ 
sary to outmaneuver her. “I went down and had a drink 
or two ” he said. “One of the men had a boat so we went 
on the lake to keep cool.” 

“I didn’t hear you come home.” 

Bill laughed. “You may not believe it but T walked up 
the hill. The guys put me off at the high road. Pretended 
they didn’t know their way home.” He glanced at her to 
see how his subterfuge had succeeded. 

Sylvia had a wooden expression on her face and was 
staring at nothing in particular. Bill had never seen her 
look so odd. He thought he knew all her moods. But it 
was very late and she might be overtired or stoned, and 
was trying to hide it. 

He waited, trying to appear nonchalant. Being near 
Sylvia, he remembered how generous she had been in the 
past, and that there would be many more summers ahead 
when be might need her. Perhaps he could handle both 
her and Myra. He might tell Sylvia he had strained his 
heart or something equally serious that would be an ex¬ 
cuse to stall her for a few weeks and obtain her sympathy. 
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But how much did Myra and Sylvia confide in each other, 
he wondered. They were so often together. 

Bill hoisted himself on the harness bench and swung 
his legs. He found a pack of cigarettes and stuck one in 
his mouth. He held out the pack. “Smoke, darling?” He 
still could not decide whether she was stoned. 

“No, I’ve smoked enough—this damned heat makes 
me sick,” Mrs. Meredith lamented. “I’m a bag of nerves.” 

Bill fiddled with the end of his mustache which a few 
minutes before Myra had been playfully chewing, saying 
she liked the taste of the imported pomade he used. When 
Sylvia talked about her nerves, it was a bad sign, Bill 
thought. But she was out of luck. There was positively 
nothing doing by him now. He felt like a squeezed lemon. 

He yawned and stretched. “I’m absolutely bushed, Syl 
I can’t keep my eyes open. I think I'll turn in. ’You 
don’t mind, do you?” To hell with her if she did, he 

thought. What a workout that little dark cat had given 
him. ^ 


Mrs. Meredith turned up her tired face and said in a 
tone of voice that indicated she was his boss and expected 
to be obeyed. “I want to talk to you, Bill, about some¬ 
thing veiy important. And very private. Something I want 
you. to do for me.” 

Bill eyed her coldly. u Any money in it?” 

Fifty.” She spoke as if she expected him to bargain 
Bill waved his hand. “Make it a hundred, or you can 
orget it. I m broke. You’re not sending me enough guests 
for ndmg You got the wrong type of people this year. 
They’re all too old.” 


Sylvia looked as if she wanted to kill him. “You charge 
too much and you play around with the young kids 
and neglect the older folk,” she scolded. “The latter have 
the money to spend.” 

A silence followed. One of the horses in the stables 
whinnied and Sylvia started. “That scared me. It sounded 
like a ghost,” 
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"So it’s a hundred?” Bill queried. 

The redhead nodded and slapped at a mosquito that 
had settled on her freckled thigh. “I suppose so. You’ve a 
nerve asking for all that when you don’t know what I 
want” 

4 *If you are willing to pay a hundred you must want it 
pretty bad,” Bill retorted with a grin, “Now what is it?” 

Mrs. Meredith began, and he listened carefully* When 
she had finished, he said, “I think you’re nuts* What’s the 
big idea?” 

“Never you mind* You do as you’re told and you 11 get 
paid.” 

“And who’s going to pay for the meal and the drinks?” 

“You can use my credit card.” 

“But m need some loose cash.” 

‘Til give you twenty.” 

“Make it twenty-five. There are tips and things.” 

“Okay.” 

Bill stared at the older woman with frank astonishment. 
Of all the crazy cats, he thought. Listening, he had been 
trying to figure out just what she was up to, but he had 
not the faintest idea. 

“So all I have to do is to keep her out till two or three 
in the morning. Yeah?” He grinned* “Can I go the route 
with her?” 

“You dare! She’s a nice girl* I think she’s a virgin” 

“That makes it all the better.” Bill’s brows knotted, 
“What are you up to, Syl? I don’t dig.” 

“You don’t have to. Just do as you’re told. If you really 
want to know the truth, she’s in some kind of trouble.” 
Bill did not seem convinced, so she added, “It’s nothing 
serious. Some man she doesn’t want to see is coming up 
here. He telephoned me. He sounded like a nut so I told 
him she had left, I don’t want her to be upset and leave 
before die season’s over,” Mrs. Meredith sounded gen¬ 
uinely concerned. 

The old girl didn’t miss a trick, Bill Sedden thought as 
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he cleaned his teeth and readied himself for bed. But 
women had the craziest ideas. If Chris did not want to see 
the interloper, why hadn’t Syl told the girl he was coming 
and given her a night off? There was something odd about 
the whole scheme. And why hadn’t 3y] put Ted Jenkins 
on the job? Then Bill remembered there was a hay ride 
and a cookout planned for the next night. Myra Burton 
had wanted him to come but he had said he couldn’t make 
it. Myra wanted to go. At least Myra wouldn’t be around 
to louse things up. The Chris thing looked like a good deal. 

Mrs. Meredith’s plan was to take Chris to supper at the 
Falls Hotel. Bill would be waiting at the bar and she would 
invite him to join them. Then there would be a telephone 
call during dinner for Sylvia and she would say she had to 
rush away on business and she would ask Bill to look 
after Chris. Then Sylvia would hurry back to her hotel and 
call Ted in for a conference when he returned from the 
hayride. 

Running over the details of her plan as she walked back 
to the hotel with Prince at her heels, Mrs. Meredith smiled 
with excitement. She loved scheming and planning. I 
should have been in the secret service, she thought. I 
know just what to do. She thought of Ted Jenkins, and 
wondered where he was. 

Before going into her private entrance, she circled 
around the back of the hotel to see if there were a light in 
Ted s cabin. If there had been, she might have knocked. 
Just looking at the little building and knowing he was 
asleep inside, roused her. She wanted him savagely. 

A doubt reared in her. Chris might refuse to accept a 
dinner invitation. Mrs. Meredith’s face set in serious lines. 
The girl would have to do as she was told, Sylvia thought, 
Chris worked for her. The older woman smiled. She would 
apologue to Chris for the tactlessness of the evening be¬ 
fore, and then Sylvia could say she was taking the blond 
girl out to dinner to prove the apology. It all fitted in 
beautifully. 
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Sylvia poured herself a drink. She wished now she had 
not let Bill Sedden go to bed. But she had been too ex¬ 
cited about her scheme to think of other matters. Anyhow, 
she had something really extraordinary to look forward to. 


Ted had intended to turn in early. After making final 
preparations for the hayride tomorrow, Ted had taken a 
couple of beers to the kitchen and sat on the steps talk¬ 
ing to Ah Ling. Then Ted had taken the Chewy and driv¬ 
en down to the village to have a few more beers. 

He was restless. He had not made any progress with 
Chris, and it was as plain as a pig’s ear that Sylvia Mere¬ 
dith was hunting him mercilessly. He was sure the guests 
had noticed it. Tessie had been ribbing him relentlessly. 

Hunched over his beer, Ted was grim. Not that Syl 
wasn’t attractive in her way, he thought, but she was being 
so dam public about her desire for him. Chris must have 
noticed too. Ah Ling had laughed when Ted discussed 
the problem with him. The old Chinese had said that Mrs. 
Meredith always went to bed with her assistant managers 
and the social director. The story was bruited about that 
she withheld some of their pay if they did not respond, 
and gave them a big bonus if they did. 

“Perhaps you make a mistake, boy,” Ah Ling had said 
with a toothless grin. “Old woman like old chicken—good 
when she is boiled. She get boiled plenty.” 

Ted decided he would quit first, rather than roll in bed 
with Mrs. Meredith, and he would tell Chris and ask her 
to come with him. Ah Ling had told Ted that Chris had 
said she wanted to leave, and that she was frightened of 
Bill Sedden. “She likes you, boy, but you gotta show her 
you are boss,” Ah Ling had informed Ted. 

Ted stared glumly at the mirror behind the bar. There 
had to be a solution to the whole mess. In his present 
mood he felt like socking Chris. The vision of her magnifi¬ 
cent limbs flared in his imagination. He thought of that 
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wonderful night when they had been together under the 
tent dress, and desire rushed through him. 

He surveyed his surroundings. He wanted a w oman 
now. Any woman. The little place was half-empty proba¬ 
bly because it was air-conditioned. There was no female 
worth a second look. Ted picked up his change, left a 
generous tip for the barkeep and stroke out into the damp 
swelter of the night. 

He hunched into the car and started the engine. He did 
not want to go back to the hotel. The old bag Meredith 
might still be on the prowl, he thought. Before he left, the 
barman had told him Sylvia had called for the social di¬ 
rector. 

But where to go? he wondered. The joint with the open- 
air dance floor where Tessie had taken him was a short 
distance down the highway, but there was a smaller, more 
elegant place also in the vicinity that would be air-con¬ 
ditioned. He decided to case the bigger place first. If 
Chris were there with Bill Sedden, Ted would sock the 
louse. The old-fashioned way was best, he thought. 

In a few minutes, he reached his destination and bought 
himself a bottle of beer at the bar and carried it into the 
garden. After circling about the floor once to see if there 
were any worthwhile girls sitting alone, he settled on a 
bench under a tree and scanned the dancers. Sedden was 
not there. Nor was Chris, but there was one superb blonde 
so like Chris that just seeing her set Ted’s pulse throbbing. 
When she stopped dancing, Ted watched to see whether 
she was sitting with her partner or with a crowd of girls. 
There were a lot of tables full of girls. If the blonde were 
at one of those he could ask her to dance. But when she 
stepped into the bar with her arm around the boy she had 
been dancing with, Ted cursed his luck. It was obviously 
time he went home. 

With bottle in hand, he sauntered around and examined 
the crowd. Some of the girls were real dogs. Some looked 
as advanced as Mrs. Meredith. One woman who wore 
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diamond earrings and whose fingers were loaded with 
rings, gave him a big smile. Ted had seen her dancing 
with a blond boy. 

Ted finished his beer and walked the short distance 
down to the smarter air-conditioned place. With difficulty 
be succeeded in wedging himself into a space at the bar 
and ordered a beer with a shot of vodka. He needed wak¬ 
ing up. He wouldn’t get too loaded, he promised himself, 
because he had to drive home, but a little edge would be 
good for his nerves. 

Turning his back to the bar, Ted watched the dancing. 
The atmosphere was more sedate here, and the girls were 
plushier. Ted tagged them as young marrieds, secretaries, 
school teachers on vacation, and a few professionals. Some 
of the men were balding and bulging at the waist. Several 
young girls were squired by middle-aged men. Summer 
cheaters, all of them, Ted thought with a grin. One girl 
who gave him the eye over her partner’s shoulder, remind¬ 
ed him he could do with an interlude of cheating himself. 
But where was the opportunity? 

He had two more drinks and, having found nothing to 
cheat with, he ambled back to the open-air dance 
joint. Something he saw quickened his interest. The 
blonde who resembled Chris was sitting alone at a table. 
Ted marched straight up and asked her to dance. 

*Td love to,” she said with a sweet smile. “I hate sitting 
and watching.” She had what Ted decided must be a real 
English accent. He did not know much about English girls, 
but be had heard they were hot and easy. This was going 
to be fun, he thought. 

As they danced, she told Ted her name was Doris and 
that she had come over from London to work as a secre¬ 
tary in an advertising office in New York, and that this 
was her first summer vacation in the States. 

She had a good figure, bigger up top than Chris, and 
was an easy dancer. Ted was thrilled. When he asked 
Doris what she wanted to drink, she asked for a double 
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ruin and coke. He noticed she swayed a trifle as they 
headed for the dance floor. Later she turned her face up 
and kissed him, “Don’t mind me,” she cried, laughing, 
“Fm really squiffed—that’s your bleeding rum and coke, 
I should have stuck to beer*” 

Ted bought her another drink and decided it was time 
for fun and games. As they left, he fondled her breasts. 
She giggled and clutched at him, “You make me feel real 
gone not half you don’t,” she confided with ingenuous 
frankness, 

Ted had parked the car at the far comer of the lot 
There was no one around so he decided not to move. At 
the car Doris put her arms around his neck and slipped 
her excited tongue into his mouth. “You’re a real 
ducky,” she whispered, “Golly, golly, I like you,” she cried, 
and pressed herself against him 
He opened the rear door of the car and she sprang in, 
Ted followed and admired the view—this was quite a 
piece of girt If all English girls were like this one, the 
British really had some worthwhile bundles, he thought 
Doris had big blue eyes, a slender neck, a terrific pair of 
breasts, and strong firm thighs like Chris, Her likeness to 
Chris increased Ted’s passion. 

He kissed her and she responded breathlessly. When 
Doris cried out in her quaint accent, “Come on, chum, 
or you’ll miss the blooming bus,” Ted almost laughed, but 
he applied himself joyfully to the good work. 

The business was terrific* Doris was molten excitability, 
plus all the tricks. She gasped and squealed and clawed 
and wriggled and finally bit his shoulder so hard that 
he had to slap her to make her let go. 

The repeat performance she insisted upon was nearly 
as violent but Ted took control of the situation and slowed 
her up. He figured she must be making up for lost 
time or something. Whoever said English girls were cold 
was all wet, he thought* 

At last as they rested quietly, he asked her about the 
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boy be had seen her dancing with. Doris laughed. “That’s 
my boy friend, but he’s awful slow, so I sent him back to 
his hotel. This is my vacation and I want all the fun I 
can get.” 

Ted drove her to the small tourist camp where sne 
boarded. As they said good night, Doris said with an imp¬ 
ish grin, “Thanks a million. I would have been real 
browned off if 1 hadn’t met you, and I would have spoiled 
my record.” 

“Record?” Ted asked, looking puzzled. “What record/ 

The English girl chuckled. “I’ve bad a different boy 
every night since I got up here. One had a Jaguar too. A 
friend and I have got a kind of competition to see how 
many we can make.” She laughed merrily and kissed him 
warmly. "You should count as two.” 

Ted drove slowly and thoughtfully back to Sportsman’s 
Rest. The girl’s statement had shocked him. She had 
seemed so pure and innocent, like Chns. He had thought 
only men engaged in promiscuity for kicks. It was a sick 
world, he reflected. The sooner he and Chris were mar¬ 
ried, the better. He would never want anyone but Chris. 


Fourteen 


IN her cabin Chris was in a sultry mood and bordering 
on misery. Nothing seemed right. What Tessie and Mrs. 
Meredith had said about Ted burned painfully in the 
blond girl’s heart. 

Chris lay on her bed and brooded. The windows were 
open and the fan was working but the cabin was un¬ 
bearably hot. So this was what people paid to come to 
the mountains for, she thought. Of course, as everyone 
said, such a heat wave was rare and happened about once 
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in ten years. But why did it have to happen when she 
was here? She sat up and slipped off her nylon uniform 
and fanned herself with a newspaper. It was time to quit, 
Chris reflected. Tomorrow she would tell Mrs, Meredith 
she did not feel well and would return to the city and 
find another secretarial job. Chris thought of Ted and her 
heart leadened. She had really stayed on only to make 
up with him. Her womanly intuition or whatever it was 
that made women do foolish things had given her a h um 
steer. The man was not worth it. Perhaps no man was. 

But as she lay half asleep, Ted pushed obstinately into 
her thoughts. She felt alternately happy and sad. Did she 
hate the guy or did she love him? A sense of unreality 
took her. This hotel and all the strange people in it were 
not real. It was all a fantasy and Chris did not belong. 
The night before, on her way back to the cabin, she had 
all but stumbled on a couple making love in the grass, 
the same experience she and Ted had had on the first 
night they had gone to the beach together. Did everyone 
go sex-crazy in the mountains, she wondered. And was 
she? 

Certainly she wanted Ted Jenkins. But how could any 
woman in her right senses want a man who was such a 
promiscuous beast? The thought that she really did want 
him made her more miserable than ever. But that was 
the truth. If Ted Jenkins were to materialize here—which 
he wouldn’t, she knew—she would be his. The «nimg | 
part of her was in command. 

She rolled over and buried her face in the damp, lumpy 
pillow. I want him. She clenched her fists so tightly that 
her sharp nails dug painfully into her palms. 

Well, she decided, before she quit the hotel, she would 
leave Ted an address in the city so he could get in touch 
with her if he wanted. They both might be a little less 
crazy there... 

‘•Ted like you plenty” Ah Ling had said. “You be 



139 


THE HOT JOSS OF YOUTH 

good girl to him now and he make you fine husband. I fix 
it for you.” 

Chris laughed hysterically. What a mess. She wished 
she hadn't a conscience. Why wasn’t she a girl like Tessie 
playing the field and enjoying it? Perhaps it would do 
Chris good. The last time she had been with Bill Sodden 
in the stable after he had given her a riding lesson, she 
had been very dose to letting him have her. The smell 
of horses, the straw, the heady sensuality the pounding 
ride had roused in her body, had almost persuaded her. 
Only the thought of Ted had made her fight Bill off. 
But how foolish to keep yourself for a man who didn’t 
want you, she mused. If Ted really wanted her, he would 
have found a way. She had been difficult, she admitted, 
but not insurmountably. - * 


If it had not been for the oppressive heat, Chris would 
never have accepted Mrs. Meredith’s invitation to the 
Falls Hotel. The older woman’s eyes bad glistened with 
tears as she had poured out her apologies for her previous 
behavior. She had made Chris feel she would be a mon¬ 
ster in human form if she did not accompany the older 
woman, Sylvia had made it clear that she could never 
forgive herself if Chris did not come. As a result, Chris 
had consented. But she was not changing her mind about 
quitting. She would keep that news until tomorrow. 

She joined Mrs. Meredith in the latter’s apartment 
Chris was wearing a white sheath cocktail dress with a 
Chinese motif, the skirt split at the knee on each side* 
Chris had bought the dress on an impulse but she had 
never summoned up enough courage to wear it. Because 
the slit skirt was meant to open to show the thigh, tiny 
matching bikini briefs were given with the dress. 

Mrs. Meredith threw up her hands in ecstasy. “Darling, 
what a lovely dress—it’s adorable.” Sylvia was wearing 
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her favorite green bare midriff two-piece. Her green 
eyes bulged with excitement as she cried, “We’re going to 
have a wonderful time, I know. Just you and I. Sit down. 
I’ve made the cocktails.” She winked. “We have to start 
the evening right.” 

Chris said she did not feel like drinking but Mrs. 
Meredith brushed aside her protests. The redhead poured 
tiie drinks and then stood over Chris to toast her. The 
cocktail tasted good and seemed innocuous enough, and 
so Chris obligingly emptied the second glass. 

“After all, we’ve got to keep pace with each other,” 
Mrs. Meredith said with a laugh, glad that her guest had 
not noticed the double strength vodka put into her glass. 

Mrs. Meredith was good company. On the way to the 
big hotel she entertained Chris with stories of life in the 
circus as a trapeze artist and how she had married the 
proprietor and left him when he cut her salary. Sylvia 
had gone into vaudeville as a high-wire performer, toured 
Europe as a female clown and finally snagged a part in 
the Follies. 

“Take my advice, darling,” she said in a motherly 
voice, "stay away from show business. You could get a 
job anywhere with your figure, but it isn’t worth it. Look 
what happened to me.” 

Chris laughed. “But you seem to have done very well,” 
she said. “And look at the fun you’ve had. At least you’ve 
lived. If ever I accomplished half what you have, I ihinlr 
I’d be happy.” 

“Don’t kid yourself,” Mrs. Meredith snapped. "I’m a 
lonely old woman. Nobody loves me. I’m like an old 
hen who’s lost her chickens and knows she won’t get any 
more. Why am I taking you out tonight, doll? Because I 
like you. I’d give anything to have a daughter like you, 
but there’s something else. I’m lonely. So I’ll sit and see 
you enjoying yourself with the men buzzing around like 
flies, and I’ll think of the good times 1 used to have, and 
III get a nostalgic kick, and I’ll get a little drunk and 
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sentimental. That’s how it goes, dear, when you get old 
and lonely. Life’s hard on a woman.” Her voice cracked 
a little. “But don’t worry about me. I shouldn’t have let 
down my hair. It was unkind of me, but you have to 
talk to someone.” She patted Chris on the knee. “We 11 
have fun—two girls together. There will be lots of nice 
boys there you can dance with. I just can’t wait to see 
you doing the Cha-Cha in that dress. You’ll be a sensa¬ 
tion” 

As usual, the good-looking young host found them an 
excellent table and made eyes at Chris. “You see, you re 
a success already,” Sylvia purred. “I’m so proud of you.” 

She put down her glass suddenly and peered at the bar. 
“Oh, my God, look who’s there. If it isn’t Bill Sedden. I 
wonder what he’s doing. Oh, dear, now I have to ask 
him over. We’re business associates, you know. I hope 
you don’t mind, but I have to be nice to him. He s so 
difficult about die horses, and terribly sensitive. I hope 
he’s waiting for someone, then I won’t have to invite 
him.” 

When she saw Mrs. Meredith breezing back to the ta¬ 
ble with Bill in tow, Chris wished she had not come. 
Bill was a good dancer, but Chris did not want to go out 
on the floor with him. She had difficulty even in smiling as 
his big black eyes raked her, 

“I came out for a quiet drink,” he said, grinning, “and 
see what happens. I find myself in the company of two 
lovely girls.” 

Mrs. Meredith flashed him a mocking smile. “It’s your 
lucky day. Bill, but remember, you’ve got to dance with 
mama as well. That will be bard work.” 

Bill laughed. “With apologies to Chris, didn’t I ever tell 
you there’s no one around here who partners better than 
you, Syl?” 

“Flatterer.” Mrs. Meredith waved one of those elo¬ 
quent and bejeweled hands. “Don’t think I’m going to 
let you raise your prices on those horses of yours just for 
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that,” She turned to Chris. “Bill’s a darling but we're 
always fighting about his wretched horses. He says I don’t 
send him enough customers and I say he charges so much 
he drives the customers away. It's an argument we’ll 
never settle/’ 

“You’re on the free list,” Bill said. His greedy eyes 
settled on Chris. “And you, too, Chris. I expected you 
for your lesson today/’ 

Chris managed a laugh. “I ache all over after the last 
ride. Horses and I just don’t seem to get along. I feel 
black and blue, l think I prefer swimming for my ex¬ 
ercise.” 

They started the meal with borscht topped with gobs 
of sour cream. When Mrs. Meredith insisted on adding a 
jigger of vodka, Russian style, Chris decided she would 
not finish hers, but the borscht was so delicious that she 
enjoyed the last drop. 

The drinks had put her in a good mood. She soon found 
it was easy to be pleasant to Bill Sedden and laugh at 
his jokes. With Mrs, Meredith to protect her, Chris felt 
safe. Just because she did not like the man there was no 
need to be a grouch and spoil the party. 

Bill danced first with Mrs, Meredith, then with Chris, 
He was the model of decorum, Chris’s spirits soared. This 
was turning out to be a wonderful evening. 

The waiter was serving the duck with orange sauce 
when the handsome young host came over and whispered 
to Mrs, Meredith. She stood up, seemingly troubled. “Ex¬ 
cuse me, folks, someone wants me on the telephone, I 
hope nothing’s gone wrong, I wonder what it can be/’ 
“Poor Syl, she’s always worrying about something,” 
Bill said with a smile. “She’s always thinking that old 
rat trap of a hotel will bum down, or someone’s stealing 
her money. She’s loaded of course. She’s got money in 
everything you can think of. Amazing woman/’ 

“She’s awfully sweet when she’s relaxed,” Chris said, 
“I can understand her being worried/’ 
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“Don’t you ever get rich and worried,” Bill advised in 
a friendly tone. “You’re much too nice. Whatever made 
you come up here to work?” He filled her glass, 

Chris was telling him as much as she thought he ought 
to know, plus a few imaginary details, when Mrs. Mere¬ 
dith came rushing back like a ruffled hen to the table. 
She was so breathless that for a moment she could not 
speak. Finally she said, “Kids, I’m terribly sorry. I have 
to go to Monticello. My attorney from New York is there, 
and he wants to see me. It’s very important." She looked 
at Bill. “Have you got your car, Bill?” Bill nodded, and 
Mrs. Meredith said, “Okay, then you’ll see Chris safely 
home.” She shook her finger with mock severity at Bill’s 
saturnine face. “And take good care of her. No funny 
business, mind you. She’s my special girl. If she has any 
complaints about you. I’ll throw you and your horses out.” 

“Don’t worry, Syl, there will be no complaints,” Bill 
said tartly. “I was raised as a gentleman even if I may 
not look it sometimes.” 

Sylvia kissed Chris affectionately. “I’m so sorry, dear. 
Make him take you home when you feel like it. We’ll do 
this a gain another night. I feel terrible, but you know 
what business is.” She hailed the host and told him to 
send her the bill, and rushed out like a woman possessed. 

“You see what I mean,” Bill said to Chris. “Money, 
money, money. That’s ail she’s interested in.” He snapped 
his fingers to the waiter. “So lets spend some of it for 
her. She has plenty.” 

“But I don’t want champagne,” Chris said when she 
heard him order an imported brand. “I’ve drunk enough. 
Please—” 

“Don’t worry, kid,” Bill said reassuringly. “Champagne 
won’t hurt you. Just a sip will put a dazzle in you. We 
all can use a bit of dazzle sometimes.” 

Chris had never tasted champagne before. She sipped 
at her glass, “It’s quite nice,” she said with a smile. 
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“Sure it is, like ginger ale, only better for you. Here’s to 
us and Syl Meredith. May she make a million and ask us 
to help spend it.” 

Bill seemed to have an unusual dash of gallantry about 
him, Chris thought. She was very close to liking him. Peo¬ 
ple could be so different. She suddenly felt she could trust 
herself with the creature behind the mustache. She was 
also convincing herself that the mustache suited her es¬ 
cort. Without that hairpiece, Bill would really be quite 
ordinary. The black bushy thing gave him an air of dis¬ 
tinction. Chris was glad she was here even though Mrs. 
Meredith had deserted. The blond girl felt high and 
happy. How silly to have been scared of Bill. The man 
was a gentleman. Most men who had to do with horses 
were. Where had she read that? Or had her mother told 
her? She couldn’t remember, but it seemed to be right. 

She gave the fuzzy image of Bill Sedden a glamorous 
smile. It was rather nice to be with a man who knew his 
maimers. Her thoughts stumbled on. She couldn’t re¬ 
member the last time she had been with a man of man¬ 
ners. This guy here was a positive angel. He had not 
pawed her once, not even while they were dancing. Un¬ 
doubtedly Mr. Bill Sedden was a real gentleman and was 
treating her like a real lady. Gcod for him. She liked that. 

When Bill asked her again to dance, she arose a trifle 
unsteadily but, once they were on the floor, her poise re¬ 
turned magically. She felt wonderful. In a moment of 
devilment she pressed her cheek against his and stroked 
his mustache. Once she was aware of people staring at her 
legs, and remembered her tight sli t skirt. Well, she thought, 
I’ve got nice legs. The people are just jealous. 

It was past one o’clock when she said sleepily, a rap¬ 
turous smile on her flushed face, “I think I’d like to go 
home, Bill. I’ve drunk too much, eaten too much and 
danced too much—and I’ve had a wonderful time.” 

“That goes for me,” Bill agreed. He squeezed her arm. 

In the car Chris laid her head on his shoulder. “You 
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don’t mind, Bill,” she whispered, ‘‘but I think I’m going 
to sleep” 

Bill Sedden laughed. He kissed her lightly. “I don’t 
mind a bit Chris, but I think you’d better lean the other 
way because I have to drive this heap. 

Chris gave him a loose smile. She put her arms around 
his neck and pulled his face down to hers. ‘‘I think you’re 
rather nice. Bill,” she said solemnly, her syllables slurred. 
“You’re a gentleman and my mother always said to go 
out with gentlemen.” She pressed her lips against his, and 
thrilled as the reaction to the kiss shot through her with 
electrifying force. 

“You’re right, Chris,” Bill Sedden assured her. “You’re 
absolutely right.” He fondled her and was rewarded by a 
darting invitation from her tongue. He grinned contentedly 
as she stiffened with erotic tension. He was as good as 
there, he thought. 

“We’d better get back, baby,” he said. 

Chris sighed gustily. “Yes, darling, we’d better get 
back—sooner the better. I think I’m going to sleep.” 

Bill laughed as he stroked her breasts. Then he pushed 
her gently a little distance away so that he could drive. 
“I’ll wake you when we get there, hon,” he said softly. 
“Don’t worry. I’ll wake you.” He jammed his foot down 
hard on the accelerator. 

The car shot forward like a rocket. As he roared swiftly 
up the mountain road, Bill Sedden was whistling gaily 
to himself. Of all the lucky breaks, he thought. Everything 
was perfect. If this was not a perfect example of how to 
get a girl without really trying, he was dreaming. 

When he came to the spot where he often took girls 
from the village, he raised his foot instinctively. But he 
drove on. There was nothing like a roll in the real hay, he 
thought. There was plenty of that in the stables. 

Wait until you see the whites of their thighs, laddie, 
he reminded himself. It won’t be long now. 
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Ted was having a beer at Sportsman’s Rest when Mis, 
Meredith breezed in on those ridiculously high heels. “So 
there you are, Ted,” she cried, “Just the man 1 wanted to 
see. I’ve been looking for you everywhere.” 

Ted gave her a stiff smile. “I’ve been here most of the 
time.” He wondered if she had come to fetch him to join 
her and Chris, or was Chris waiting outside in the car. 

“Chris and I were having a little celebration in town,” 
Sylvia said, “but I had to leave her. She’s in good com¬ 
pany.” The green eyes inspected Ted’s face and gave him 
a voluptuous smile. 

“Now drink up, Ted,” Mrs. Meredith said briskly. “I 
simply must talk to you.” She turned to the bartender. 
“Give me a couple of club sodas.” 

He pushed them across to Ted and said, “There you 
are, enjoy yourself.” 

When they had adjourned to her apartment, Mrs. Mere- 
dith cried out in distress, “Oh, the air-conditioner’s not 
working. We’ll be suffocated." She looked imploringly at 
Ted. “Do you know anything about these things? It’s been 
on the blink quite a lot, but tbe man came last week and 
said it was okay, \ ou can’t trust these people any more.” 

Ted nodded. “I can try. Sure you got it plugged in?” He 
wondered if the scene were a pure act. The small apart¬ 
ment was already too hot to be pleasant. The sweat was 
dripping from him. 

But the air conditioner was plugged in and the switch 
was in the hi-cool position. Ted took out the plug and 
inserted it in the adjoining outlet in the junction" box. 
There was still no result. The ceiling lights were on. Seeing 
a stand lamp in the far comer, he pulled the chain to 
light it. Nothing happened. He tried the two lamps on 
the table with the same result. 

“Looks like a fuse,” he said over his shoulder. “Where’s 
your fuse box?” There was no answer. He turned and saw 
he was alone. He heard the sound of running water from 
the bathroom. 
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He waited. Mrs. Meredith finally emerged wearing a 
sheer mauve robe. She pulled a shower cap off her ^glos¬ 
sy red hair. “1 just had to take a shower,” she said. “This 
heat kills me. I’m not used to it.” She nodded toward the 
bathroom. “Why don’t you take one? It’s so refreshing.’ 

“Thanks, no. I’m okay. Looks as if you’ve got a 
blown fuse. All the baseboard outlets are dead. Do you 

know where the fuse boxes are?” _ , 

The redhead frowned. “They’re all downstairs, in the 
cellar under the kitchen. What a bore. You don’t want 
to go there now.” 

The mauve robe was revealing. Mrs. Meredith was bet¬ 
ter stacked than he had thought. Ted could smell some 
kind of exotic perfume. From the waist up, her body was 

great. 

She had noticed his inspection and shot him a bold 
look. “You don’t mind my informality, I hope." She 
laughed nervously. “I feel so completely at ease with you. 
I’m sure you’ve seen a woman in the altogether before. 

Ted grinned. “Could be. Now what about this fuse 
box?” 

“Oh, forget it. I wouldn’t know one from the other, and 
I don’t want to go down there now. I’m almost ready for 
bye-bye.” Mrs. Meredith patted her hair with both hands 
and the robe fell open in front, exposing her quivering 
pink-tipped breasts of which many a younger woman 
could be proud. Making no attempt to cover herself, she 
said, “I know what we’ll do. There’s a big fan in the 
closet with an extension cord. We’ll plug it in the bath¬ 
room, and then I’ll open the french doors to the screen 
porch and we’ll have a breeze. But let’s have a drink first.’ 
She gazed at Ted. “What’s yours?” 

Ted shook his head. “Not for me, thanks.” With a drink 
inside him those bare bosoms might have a message, he 
thought. That was out. 

“But you must, Ted. I can’t drink alone. Be a sport, 
and have just one with me.” 
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“Okay, just one.” 

While Mrs. Meredith was fixing the drinks, Ted took the 
big pedestal fan out of the closet and connected it to an 
outlet in the bathroom. The huge blades whirred noisily 
and filled the narrow room with breeze, rattling the pic¬ 
tures on the wall and fluttering the drapes. 

Drink in hand, Mrs. Meredith hurried to open the glass 
doors that led out to the small screened porch. “Before 
I had air-conditioning, I used to sit out here with the fan 
on and be perfectly comfortable,” she said. “The view’s 
lovely. Bill Sedden’s stables are the only buildings in sight 
and they seem to be part of the scenery. We had an artist 
up here a couple of years back and I let him paint from 
here. He was crazy about the view. Such a nice man. If 
he had not been an artist, I might have married him, but 
I’m the practical type. The man who gets me has got to 
be a good provider.” 

Thinking of the artist who had drunk with her and kept 
her satisfied sexually all through that season and left with¬ 
out paying his bill, Sylvia’s passion for the handsome 
young man at her side heightened. She stared hotly at 
Ted, moistening her lips. Wasn’t the guy human, she won¬ 
dered. Most men clutched at her when they saw her bare 
breasts which she felt were the best invitations she could 
offer. 

She raised her glass. “Here’s to you, Ted, Happy days.” 
She had spiked his drink liberally with vodka. With that 
inside him there might be a change, she thought. 

She found his hand. “Come and see my view, Ted. It’s 
really out of this world.” She had the unhappy sensation 
she was progressing nowhere. She glanced up at the strong 
face faintly profiled in the dimness and wondered what 
her next move should be. This honest, friendly young 
man was terribly attractive, but in some strange way he 
seemed to have insulated himself against her. 

Her throat became dry. She clenched her teeth as a 
great wave of impatience battled with her suffocating frus- 
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tration. Her heart was thumping. He thinks I’m too old, 
she thought unhappily. I’m not good enough for him. 
Mrs. Meredith stifled a sob as she continued her mental 
flagellation. He thinks I’m coarse and loose—someone’s 
told him I give Bill Sedden money. Ted hates me ... 

She ran her eyes over the stalwart, muscular figure. 
Ted’s powerful arms excited her wildly. She had seen him 
once at the pool and noticed the lean muscular stomach, 
the strong thighs and legs. He was beautifully made. She 
wanted to take one of those strong hands and put it on 
her breasts, but she was afraid. 

The realization shocked her. Sylvia Meredith who had 
ridden the Wall of Death on a motorcycle at fifteen, who 
had danced on the high wire under the Big Top without a 
net, did not know what fear was. How silly to be afraid 
of a mere young man. 

“Ted, I want you to do something for me,” she said, 
“Will you be a doll and help me?” 

“Sure thing,” Ted said casually. “What is it?” 

She took his hand and said with a hint of embarrass¬ 
ment, “I wouldn’t ask anyone but you, darling. It’s some¬ 
thing rather personal, but I know I can trust you.” 

Ted grunted. “Count on me, Syl.” The old girl wasn’t 
so bad after all, he thought. He felt compassion for her. 
Running this place and having to do everything yourself 
must be rough sledding. No one could say Syl Meredith 
didn’t work hard. 

“I hardly like to ask you, Ted,” she said with a little 
giggle. “You’ll think I’m terrible.” She sighed. “Let’s have 
another drink and then Til feel better.” 

Ted followed her into the living room. 

Her robe was open again. He noticed she had well¬ 
shaped thighs and legs and be decided that most of what 
she had was attractive. She turned, then, and put the 
drink into his hand with a bright smile. 

“Down the hatch, Ted,” she said with a chirpy laugh. 
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She raised her glass. Their eyes met “Bet I can drink 

mine faster than you. One—two—three_go.” 

Ted drank, but she beat him easily. “You’ve been prac¬ 
ticing, Syl, ’ he said with a grin, “I’ll take you on with 
beer next time.” 

Sylvia Meredith laughed like an excited child, “Nuts to 
, eer - ® depresses me.” She paused and raised herself on 
her toes, reaching up and resting her small, exquisitely 
shaped hands on his broad chest. For a moment she re¬ 
garded him with an uncertain expression in her eyes, 
moving her tongue slowly from one side of her bright 
mouth to the other. 

“Now, Ted, are you ready?” 

Ted looked at her with knitted brows. “Ready for what. 

She laughed. “To do me the favor you promised, Ted 
Remember?” 

Oh, that? I’m ready.” Ted was beginning to enjoy him¬ 
self. She was fun. “So what is it?” he asked, a twinkle in 
his eye. 

“ l ^ ave an awful pain in my back, Ted. It hurts ter¬ 
ribly. It’s this heat. I want you to mb it for me.” 

Ted stared at her unbelievingly. He was suddenly con¬ 
scious of the hungry woman in her, pleading. So it was a 
top, he thought. Did she really think he was that dumb? 
He saw the funny side of it 

Of course, ’ he said with a broad grin. “I’m a good 
masseur. I used to work with the coach of the football 
team at school. Got any rubbing lotion?” 

Mrs. Meredith shook her head. The hungry smile had 
turned to an expression of sizzling desire. “No, just with 
your hands, Ted. I’II lie on the bed.” She laughed and 

tossed her head, spreading out her luxuriant hair with 
her fingers. 

Ted began to knead and rub. He wondered oddly why 
he was not getting a charge out of the job. But that did 
not matter, as long as she was. His patient was writhing 
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and squirming at his touch. When she began to groan and 
gurgle, he stopped and asked if he were hurting. 

“No, darling,” she whispered, turning her face toward 
him. “It’s just nice. You have such wonderful hands.” 

Ted noticed there were red patches on her back from 
the friction. If he rubbed on those places any more she 
would have abrasions* 

“You must have some cold cream or something like that 
in the bathroom,” he said. 

“Loads of it, darling. Why?” 

“My hands are too dry. I’m marking you.” 

“I don’t mind a bit.” 

Ted patted her, “Stay where you are. I’ll be back.” 

He found a huge jar of expensive skin cream, collected 
a couple of towels, and rejoined her. Again he went to 
work with slow, strong strokes. I suppose I’m being a 
crumb, he thought, but she asked for a massage and that’s 
what she’s getting. 

Mrs. Meredith had an attractive spine set deep in her 
well-shaped back and Ted found himself taking a profes¬ 
sional interest in her body. He had no desire to make 
love. How different, he thought, if Sylvia had been Chris¬ 
tine. 

Sylvia interrupted his thoughts by saying, “I’ve still 
got the pain down there, darling. It’s the only place that 
bothers me now.” 

Ted laughed. “I don’t want to hurt you, Syl.” 

“You won’t, darling. You do everything so beautifully. 
Here, let me show you where the pain is,” She took his 
hand and guided it, and she began to writhe as he applied 
pressure. 

“Better keep still,” Ted said. “I can’t work if you 
don’t.” 

She did as he told, but whenever he exerted pressure, 
her body reacted by pressing harder against his hand. It 
was about time he stopped, he thought. What a ridiculous 
situation to fail into. 
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“Oh, darling, darling,” Mrs. Meredith moaned, “keep 
doing that. I love it.” 

Then it happened. Ted’s self-control, on which he had 
been relying to carry him through this situation, snapped. 
Perhaps the female magnetism of this mature woman on 
the couch had invaded him, or his libido had miraculously 
come to life. What happened exactly he would never 
know. The end result hit him with shattering impact as, 
his body ablaze with passion, he clutched demandingly 
and possessively at her breasts. 

Mrs. Meredith responded instantly. “Man, oh, man ” 
she whispered, “I wanted this so much.” 

“You asked for it,” he cried hoarsely. “You asked for 
it. I—” 

Sylvia Meredith interrupted him by brushing his lips 
with her tongue. “And I get it, man. I get it,” she cried 
in excited triumph. “Old Syl always gets what she wants. 
Come on, Ted.” 

It was then they both started up and stayed motionless 
as the night air outside filled with shrieks and shouts. A 
woman’s voice was yelling, “I’ll kill you, I swear I’ll kill 
you, you cheating bastard!” There was the sound of 
blows, and a man’s voice protesting. 

Ted ran out, leaving his worried and disconcerted em¬ 
ployer to arrange herself and follow him. 

Ted hared down the hill. The noise became louder as 
he neared the stables. He increased his pace. The fight 
or whatever it was must be at Sedden’s riding school, he 
thought. Ted leaped the low stone wall. 

A car was parked near the old-fashioned arch. Bending 
over the hood, and covering his head with his hands, 
was Bill Sedden. 

Darting in and out and attacking him like a maddened 
blue jay, was a small, dark woman whom Ted recog¬ 
nized instantly as Myra Burton. She had a broken branch 
in her hand. Every time she slashed at him, Bill moaned. 

“Stop it,” Bill yelled, “or I’ll flatten you. I swear I 
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will.” The improvised club landed again, and Myra 
stepped out of reach crying shrilly, “You louse—I should 
kill you for this.” 

She was rushing in again when Ted caught her arm. 
“Take it easy,” he said humorously. “Give the man a 
chance.” Myra turned and swung at him. Ted blocked 
the blow and twisted the piece of wood from her grip. 

“Now suppose you tell me what it’s all about,” he said 

with a grin, 

Myra Burton struggled to free herself. She kicked at 
his groin with her knee and Ted winced. 

He shook her wamingly. “Do that again, and I’ll give 
you one where it hurts.” 

She struggled a moment, then suddenly relaxed. “It’s 
him, the dirty traitor. He promised to be faithful to me 
and I catch him with that waitress at the hotel.” She mo¬ 
tioned with her dark head. “That blond tramp. There she 
is.” Myra swung her furious face and spat. “The dirty 
little witch.” 

Chris was sitting on the grass, her legs curled under 
her* supporting herself with one arm, 

Ted released Myra. His adrenals pumped fury into Ms 
blood. He bounded over to where a considerably relieved 
Bill Sedden was now leaning against the car, his arms 
folded and a sardonic grin on his face. 

"Thanks, old son,” he said to Ted. “She was getting 
a little rough. I bate having to hit a woman.” 

Myra began to scream again. Ted swung around. 
“Keep quiet, you. I’m going to do you a favor, and it 
will be a pleasure.” Out of the comer of his eye he saw 
Sedden was walking over to Chris. 

Ted caught up with the stalwart riding master and 
swung him around. The social director paused just long 
enough to say to the astonished Sedden, “I’ve been wait¬ 
ing to do this for a long time. Now I’ve got a reason.” 

Ted hit the riding master bard. 
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Myra Burton squealed as she heard the noise of bone 
against bone. 

Sedden rolled over in the grass but he was quickly on 
his feet. He charged at Ted like an angry bull, his fists 
flaying. His first punch caught Ted on the eye and rocked 
him. The hurt increased Ted’s fury. He blocked a wild 
punch with his left elbow, and let fly a haymaker with 
his right. It was a perfect shot that connected with Sed¬ 
an's jaw. As the mustached one staggered back, Ted hit 
him again with his left and Sedden crumpled to lie rolling 
in pain. 

Ted hurried toward Chris. Seeing him coming, she arose 
and started to run, but not for long. 

Ted seized her arm. 

She tried to pull away and said angrily, “What do 
you want?” 

“You,” Ted said. “Come on, let’s get out of here. 
There’s more trouble.” 

As he spoke, the silence of the night was shattered 
again by two women’s voices. 

When Mrs. Meredith had arrived and had seen Myra 
Burton bending over the blubbering Bill Sedden, the red- 
head had sailed into battle and was now slapping, kick¬ 
ing and screaming. 

Ted would have liked to watch but he had more press¬ 
ing business. He had to push Chris forward. 

“Where are you taking me?” she asked. 

Back to the hotel. It’s late for little girls to be out, 
even if they are head waitresses.” 

"I’m not any more. I’m quitting,” Chris said. 

So am I. We’ll go together,” he said, squeezing her arm. 

Chris stopped abruptly. “I’m not going anywhere with 
you,” she said. 

"You certainly are. I’m not letting you go again.” 

“That’s what you think.” Chris tilted her nose. “What 
do you want me for? Why don’t you take Tessie? She 
likes you.” 
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“I’m going to many you, Chris.’* 

“When?” 

“As soon as possible.” 

“Even after tonight?” 

“I’m not worried about tonight. I’m think i n g about to* 
morrow.” 

Chris did not answer until they reached the hotel. 
Outside her cabin they halted. She turned her face up 
and surveyed the sky. “It’s a lovely night,” she said. 

“You’re lovelier,” Ted said. His desire for her was 
maddening. He put bis arm around her and kissed her. 
For an instant she returned the kiss warmly, and then 
tore her lips away. 

Ted’s heart sank. So she was going to start the old 
scared stuff again, he thought. 

“I’m not going to rape you,” he said stiffly. 

Chris laughed. “It isn’t rape when we want a person. 
Ted. I was only think ing I never like being kissed in pub¬ 
lic. Why don’t you come in?” 

“It’s against the rules.” 

“The rules? We’re quitting, aren’t we?” she said. 

Chris turned the key and Ted followed her in. She 
locked the door behind them and Ted took her in his arms. 

He kissed her lovely breasts and ran his hand up and 
down her glorious, sweet-smelling body. He knew he had 
found the only girl in the world—and the best. Chris’s 
ardent loving quickly showed him that. Ted had it made. 
He was quite sure he had never made it so good... 

Later, bathed in sweat, and as temporarily immobilized 
by physical exhaustion as Ted was, Chris said, “Ted, 
there’s something I must tell you before we’re married.” 

Ted patted her. “No confessions, kid. Nothing matters 
but us, now.” 

“Well, this is terribly important. If you don’t listen, I 
won’t marry you.” 
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“Okay, so shoot,” Ted acquiesced in a bored tone. 
Tm listening.” 

“You’d better be, dear. It’s about tonight, or last night, 
or whenever it was—I’m still a little disconnected. I do 
know I went out with Mrs. Meredith and she was called 
away and told Bill to bring me home, I was a little 
high, and we necked a little—not too much, really—and 
then—” Chris chuckled “—well, I fell asleep. I always 
do when I have a few too many drinks, and Bill couldn’t 
wake me. I was real gone. So he must have dragged me 
out of the car, and then that woman attacked him. I 
woke up lying on the grass. I thought I was dreaming. 
Then you came... that’s all.” 

“So that’s all,” Ted said. “Feel better now?” 

“Of course. Do you?” 

“I never felt better in my life.” 

Chris put her lips to his and gave him a signal with 
her tongue. “Come on then, man. Show me,” 

Ted did... 

They were both late for breakfast. But they knew that 
neither would ever be late for each other. 


THE END 
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Sylvia Was the Kind of Woman 
Other Women Brand as Shameless 
But Secretly Envy! 


Sylvia Meredith at 42 is wealthy, attractive and widowed. 
She already has one lover, and ordinarily that would be 
enough — even for a woman as demanding as Sylvia, But 
riding-master Bill Sedden has lost his touch as far as Sylvia 
is concerned, and his once thrilling caresses now leave her 
cold and unsatisfied. 

So when handsome young Ted Jenkins takes his vacation 
at the summer hotel owned and operated by Sylvia, little 
does he suspect the planned activities in store for him. 

At first he rather enjoys the “for keeps” game Chris 
Thompson , the pretty blond art student working at the 
resort , likes to play—until Sylvia shows him that the rules of 
the game were made to be broken * 

Then he takes time out for a quick but heady sessioji of 
t£ mad summer fling” with a lonesome and bored vacationing 
wife-ondhedoQse* Sylvia knows how to set up the play for 
that one, too , 

And when Bill Sedden decides to enter the field with Chris 
as the new scorekeeper — Sylvia really goes alt out and the 
game ends in a shattering, unexpected free-for-all. 
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Today society openly admits that a woman attains her 
sexual prime later than a man-creating a dilemma for 
both sexes. This book boldly explores some solutions! 
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